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PREFACE 

TO THE SEVENTH VOLUME. 


On the bosom of r Kme’s gentle and e^er-flowm^ifream 

we are borne to.fhe close of another y&ft,*renfift ding us 

that we have, an Additional wbrd to *say to our friends. 

Another year oPour short life is closing, with all its 

responsibility and accountability* ' The . Recording Angel 

is notings dowfi the ^vents of its last monfli. When the 

books are opened, on the day th|it*wili fe»eal secrets, what 

will be f^urft^ written there of us ? Shall it be read that 

we have doAe what mjc could? 

^ * 

Many who commenced the year with us, full of life and. 

energy, ready with heart tin^ hand to aid mothers, have 
left us on 4 -ic w^y, and aje gone \o th£* rest of heaven ; 
others are Ireadifig the border-laml ; and others, again, 
are gone* to distant parts of the globe, and are asking to 
have our little messenger translated into the lahguage%f 
heathen motfc&s. 

We could tell our fiends man^ heart-cheering tale^ of 
success, — of grateful mothers’ letters to us^of family altars”* 
raised, of little children brought to the feet of Jesus ; but 
we would^ lather our friends should watch %he progress of 
'“The MoTflEi^ Friend ” for themseltfss. Vtmare thank- 
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ful ihat our* heaVer^y Father has allowed us to travel so 
fl ir, vlait so many thousands of homes, cheer so many.hearts, 
tad help so many mothoif and Sabbath-school teachers in 
$ht&r arduous work. # 

pyasaat our best thanks t<* aur friends who have 
aided tts by the pen, and who have distributed front house 
to house so many numbers during the past year, — thus 
workyjg with us in this wide and interesting vineyard ; we 
earnestly ask a continuance of their efforts, and an interest 
in their prayers, t^iaf .we may still work on beneath the 
smiles ai^blesjsing of Heaven. * ♦ . 

' To our friends who ask ijs for information on the subject 
of Maternal Associations, we refer therf®o the February, 
March, and April numbers of “ Tiie Mothers* Friend ” 
for 1853. Thpy will find. help also from “The Mother’s 
Monitor ” (Readings for Twelve Meetings),. “?The Mother’s 
HymnBool^” and “A Friendly Invitation to the Maternal 
Meeting;” 
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MOTHERS’ ERIENfl. 


HAIL TQ THE OLENIN Gfc YEAR. 

“ There is a fairyfkiff plying oh the sea of life*** • 

And charitably toiling to save the shipwrecked crews ; 

Within, kindly p&tiint, sitteth a gentle mariner, 

Piloting through ’“surf .and sfrait the fragile barks of men. 

How Cheering is her voice, how skilfully she guideth ; 

How nobly bending onwards, yet defying eveh death ! 

To-morrow if that skiff, — a wise and welcome rescue ; 

And full <Jf gladdening words and looks, thaj mariner is Hope. 

Often the painful presents comforted by flattering the future, — 

And kgid llfi-morrow be^reth half the burdens of To*day.” 

Wi^offered a few suggestive thoughts, pertinent, as we 
hoped, to the season, on our last visit. Allow us nowjo 
grpet you on the new-bonr y^pr. 

We hre aware that in many *iircle«f* this is a season 
of enjoyments* pleasures/ and amusements we have no 
wish to destroy, or even disturb We like to see the 
buoyant light-heartedness of youth — the rational and 
chastened hilarity of the mor f e matured. .We afe 1R 
ascetics. We only desire # to drop a word in the affec- 
tionate hope that the excited spirjts, with which each ass 
regards the newly expanding scene, may be kept within the' 
limits that, steadily pursued, %ill lead to* that happy land 
where sorrows* and disappointments sb^l he no more 
known. • Bufwhile cheerfulness and happiness prevail, do 
not let ns forget that time is rapidly *Eastenl9£ us to our 
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2 HAIL. fO THE OPENING YEAR, 

great account*— y& a little, and these flying years will stop, 
and all appear befor^he ei greafr white throne,’’ 

Mothers ! should not thg new year commence* by a‘ grate- 
ful recognition of the hand which lias shojvered upon us 
past and present^ blessings ? *. Gratitude is a disposition 
that commends itself to our respect <and esteem, wherever 
we see it ; the reverse necessarily excites our* dislike and 
detestation. If tve , then, hav& strtmg feelings in reference 
to a grateful spirit, what may we imagine to be the views 
of Aitoi to w r hom we are indebted for every thing we 
possess? View our heavenly Father’s goodness from any 
point^—be it temporal- or spiritual — the thoughtful mind 
can havVbut one sentiment — gratitude.,, 

«, And should we qpt begin the year, tqp, with penitential 
acknowledgment for past errors v and eirnest pleadings for 
forgiveness ? In many things we all offend. Who has 
not failed in duties every day ? # What mother among us 
will not plead' guilty ? Who can count the^faults of the 
past? Who can eyplore. them in their height or depth?. 
Shall we examine them ? We are Soon lost in , shame and 
confusion of face ; no course remains hut earnU.t pleadings 
at the throne of the Eternal, Vith solemn resolutions to 
renew, with sincerity and ardour, vows of consecration 
to God’s service — resolving c to attend to every duty with 
the last day of' the last year in view — when the past, 
the present, and the future shall meet "us again in the 
opened books, and fathers, mothers, and children shall be 
face to face at the judgment-seat of Christ. 

*** Fathers !< allow us to appeal to you! The post you 
occupy as the presiding geojus of the household, the 
head of the family, on whom the wife should be able to 
rest with confidence— to whom children should look with 
respect and esteem — of whdm dependents shduld'be unable 
to say truthTvlly aught but good — how inexpressibly 
responsible is your position ! Bo you realise your 'mission ? 
v Are the sobis of wife, children, dependents, dear to you? 
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Do you desire to meet the Great Judge in peace, when the 
disclosing {lay shall come? ThenHet the year 1854 be 
profitably commenced. 

Mothers! (for we ' forget* not # our special vocation) we 
long to demonstrate ourselves unceasingly your friend. 
We enter on our duties with high hopes and expectations 
for you. Dear mothers ! ,your home may be humble — 
your board may be scantily supplied — your family circle 
may involve many trials and afflictions — but ch&er up f 
Look to the Fountain whgse unexhausted supplies are ever 
flowing, and they are freely offered to you; begin the 
year with a sincere 0 jkpendance on the Redeemetf^ltnd as 
your days your ’Strength shall be. 

Sabbath-schoolteachers ! Onward fhust be your motto*; 
take with you into yoUr class •evcr/.Sabbath one little 
senteftce — working for eternity. Youthful readers ! — we 
have many of your cla?s — our .thoughts aje turned to you. 
What *shal? wq say to engage you in the service of our 
blessed Lord?’ The very greatness of the subject straitens 
our esyprelsyon. We qpi only say—Beloved young friends ! 
if you d(%ireahappy youtji — a useful'niaturity— *a peaceful 
old age — seek it of Him in whose favour is life, aifd who 
has said, “ Wove them wjio lovfc me, those who seek^'me 
early shall find me.” We close opr apjj^al. Bear with us ; 
we long to* dp. .you goodf and shall now, from month to 
month, through the eventful Jear (God helping us), 
heartily strive to furnish abundant evidence that we are. as 
we have ever desired to be, 

THE MOTHERS’ FRIEND. 

WHAT I^A YEAIU 

What is a year ? ’Tis but a wave . 

. Ou life’s dark rolling stream f 
^faich is so^qurekly gone that we^ 

Account it but a dream. 



A MOTHER'S RESPONSIBILITY. 

'Tie but a fingle earnest throt 
Of Tirae’f old iron heart, 

Which tireless island strong as when 
It first with life did start. , 

What i^h year*? ’Tier but a torn' 

Of Timers old brazen wlfML— 

Or but a page upon the book, 

Which death must Shortly seal. 

’Tis but a step upon the road, 

Which we must travel o'er ; 

A few more steps, and v?e shall walk 
Life’s weary ron£ no more. 

What is a year ? ’Tis but a breath, 

. FroH^Time’s old nostrils blowri*; 

As, rushing onward o’er the eartf), 

We he#r his weary mo t an. 1 
’Tis like the bubble on the wave, 

Or dew upoir the lawn ; 

As transient as the mists of morn 

Beneath the summer sun. 

•* 

What is* a year ? c c Tis but a type 
Of life's oft-changing scepe ; % 

Youth's happy morn cojnes gaily on, 

With hills and valleys green. 

Next Simmer’s prime succeeds the Spring, 
Then Autunm wittva tear, 

Then copies old! Winter — Death and all 
Must hjid their level here. 


A MOTHER’S RESPONSIBILITY. 

D “ Her house v 
Was ordered well ; her children taught &e way 
Of life, who, rising upUn honour, ca’led 
Her blessed/’ 

Who among u$ has ever hit, as we ought, the fearful 
responsibilities t£ the maternal relation ? Who *has ever 
told us yet, the extent of happiness or misery which will 
t Jesuit frdm «our training the immortal creatures committed 
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to our care ? If we had only to, guid^ the household group 
into paths jf rectitude an cl happinesf for a few short years 
in this life, and then could tertl tliem that at the end of 
that brief spafte they -would cease to be, we might with a 
less anxious heart ait by ‘and fold’oilr hands, as they 
pursue life’s winding ^>ath ; but when we reflect that we 
have immortal spirits resting in our arms, or running by 
our side, we can find no words sufficiently emphatic to 
characterise the folly of that mother who can think %htly 
of her duties* Let us reason the matter with you, young 
mother. 

That infant boy'pf yours, all feeblfc and help! as he 
appears, possess^ a rational soul — an intellectual power — 
a spirit which all^evouring time can never destroy — which 
can never die ! It wiH outlive, the # gplendours of the 
sun, End the burning brilliancy of the host of Heaven ! 
Throughout the infinite ages of eternity,^ when all these 
shall Ifeve Answered the end of . their creation, and shall 
have been blotted out from th^ir positions in the regions of 
space, ^fcb^oul of the^ humblest child, redeemed by the 
blood of •Christ, will shine with ever-increasing ’splendour 
beforlS the eternal throne, filled with holy light and 
Divine love,*and ever active ill the # praise of its Creator. 
On thp other hand, if you f chillis tramed only for earth, 
and dies iu. unbelief, he#will be dragged down hv rebel 
spirits to the dark regions of the^ost ; and in endless woe, 
through eternity, he -will curse *you — his mother, who 
gave him birth — because you neglected to lead him yitQjfie 
narrow road, ending in happiness with Gdd. To bear 
a mother’s namfc, and not* fulfil a in other’s part ! How 
awful ! 

But a mother who ffiels ^ie value of- her own immortal 
spirit, and ponders over the responsibility attached to the 
relation “she. bears, looks upon her infarfl with sensations 
altogether peculiar to herself — with s$licifci , 'jg that is abso- 
lutely unutterable ; and she exclaims, with «deep feeling, 



a mother’s responsibility. 


"Who is sufficient to 1 fulfil the wtfghty obligations?” Such 
a mother said to us one day, while the tears Were rolling 
over her pale cheeks — “ I am sometimes tempted to regret 
I ever bore the honou rede name, of mother — so great w as 

her sense of the 1 maternal responsibility. As the pious 
mother gazes upon the lonely countenance of her house- 
hold darling, she often exda&rns — "My precious child, 
thou art an inestimable treasure committed to my charge, 
and £«nm accountable to God, our awful Judge, for the way 
I train thee. Truly, thou art f?arfully and wonderfully 
made — thy delicat^ frame is more feeble than that of the 
beasts tWat perish, yet art thou ordained to survive the 
wreck of* worlds— thou art born to witness the awful 
catastrophe of the stars falling useless from .their orbits, 
of the sun being extinguished, and old Time himself expiring. 
While, slumbering on thy toother’s lap thou art peaceful 
and secure — her#«miles are all the joys of earth to4hee; but 
little dost thou think, all unconscious r as* thop. art, of her 
solicitude for th f future welfare, and of her prayers for 
thine eternal^ salvation. v Should thy life b< prolonged 
to manhood^-0 what will thy character be? — what thy 
pursuits ? — what thy influence among the sons of men ? If 
I am allowed to bdiioljjl thy ( career, shall 1 see thee a 
young disciple of Xesus ? v Shall my soul rejoice in knowing 
thou art a man r of God? '■Wilt tftpu* be a good 
soldier of the cross? ^\ T ilt thou fight the good fight of 
faith, and at last lay hold of eternal life? Full well I 
kiiwfw, f it $ere better far that my tears should fall on my 
infant’s grave now, than that hf should grow up a hater of 
God — an unbeliever — a haughty sceptic — dreaded by the 
♦-wise and good, and dangerous to society — wretched in life 
— wretched in death — and wretched in eternity*!” We must 
.rest our pen, but we have not half finished our paper on 
our great responsibility. 
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■nils isiN jj anb the beginning. 

** *A happy new year !' — is the wish that falls 
From thousands of lips on this cheerful day; 
j/And its echo'oh‘kin<3re # d hearts recalls 

The thougbJts of others which kavelpassed away. 

. Wh*en wishes fs^kind, and # hopes not less bright, 

Have spoken our love and dazzled our sight 

With their pleasing light ! ” 

A laug^ circle were gathered around the cheerful fire of 
A Scotch family, as the last hour of the old year»«drew 
nigh. Our friends belonged to the class — now last gliding 
away — who like to keep up old custolns^particularly^hose 
they had known in their youthful days. The whole ‘1am ily, 
with their friends who were visiting them, were to "bid the. 
old year farewell, ^nd greet the new year ere they retired. 
This was a home custom* of theifs. We were a merry 
party and a large one, and theifc was something exciting 
about the season to all, so that evei^the yowig eyes which, 
on any other .evening, would have been #losed for hours, 
seemed as bright as the morning Sun. m 

As t toe expiring moments of the mid year drew pear, we 
all became # silent and thoughtful ; only a few golden sands 
remained to run out, and we stood at its grave. Some of us 
retraced the events which bad gon^ before it to eternity, 
and we* thought of the ever- widening circles there — we 
remembered how % *at the bfl-th of this same old year, we 
stood with hushed voice and »lmos£ pulseless heart to^gaze 
upon the pallid cheek, the quivering lip and heaving chest 
of the dying friend, and we thought — 

How, for a liuje while 
'ft me passes on — 

Flowed, that our hopes beguile, 

•Fade ont? by c^e ! 

All that our love can say 
Of those who blessed our way/ 

Is — that they passed their day— 

1 Lived— «,nd are gone ! * 

Presently, amidst the most profound silence, the old 
b 2 
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THE END AND THE BEGINNING. 


clock gave note that the last grain had run out. We all 
started, and one of tKe little ones ran across toiler mother’s 
knee. As soon as thfe tongue of time had ceased, the 
door opened, and an old servant, bending under the weight 
of a tray, entered aifd placed -upon the * table such warm 
Sootch cakes and other good thingfc hs the family* had been 
wont to see on the table, at this moment of time; itf the far- 
off home of their childhood. The gentleman of # the house 
novfc arose, and shook hands .with the whole circle, greeting 
all with a <c Happy new year ! ” Then came the flute- 
like voices of the \ittle ones, singing, <f Happy new 
yeai^^Happy * nebv year!*' We ^oon found ourselves 
on our* feet, laughing and weeping as *0he past and the 
'future seemed to •blend together. It.cv.as like a resting- 
place in the journey Qf life, where we could stand and 
look both ways ; backward to the joys and sorrows of 
the past, and forward to the uncertain future. Turning 
round, we perc^ved 3t)hn, the faithful ^ old* serwmt, still 
lingered, and wth bow,e$ head he rested 'on the back 
of his master’s chair.^ When the greetings ^«va*over, our 
host observing him, said, in # a tone of inquiry, “Well, 
John ? ” as if to know why he waited now. “ Master,” 
said the good old njan, 14 for a quarter of a century I have 
served your family, and youfteff since you were a wee' bit 
hoy ; this new year’s morning completes the period. May 
you see many happy* new ^years ; but *as for me, I shall 
soon enter where tlnfy do not measure time, but where 
^ shfldl he thanking my heavenly Father for a God-fearing 
master, who has taught' me the way there.” The last 
words were scarcely audible* from the old man’s deep 
emotion. Nobody saw old John waik out of the room, for 
all faces were covered. 

%> 0 

After all had partaken of the Scotch cakes, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bruce, arm-iiWrm, followed by all the children, who 
seemed to^derstgnd the movement, walked out of the room' 
laughilg and nodding “ Good-bye ” to t all of us who were 



THE ELDEST DAUGHTER, 


visitors. " Where are they gone ? and what rflre they going 
to do ? ” w% asked, but ncfhe could r«|>ly. In a short time 
they all returned in. the same'o^ler, with very happy faces. 
"It is our old»Scotch .plan,”, said our friend, " to go down 
at this hour, and wist a * Happy rfew*ye|r * to our servants 
in the hall, fo shake difnds wi^h them all, and to present 
them with little presents, prepared by our children during 
the year j and they all look* as happy down there as we do 
here.” Well, we thought, this is a happy beginning of the 
new year ; be it Scotch or English fashion, we like it* right 
well. After the whole hflSisehold had been committed to 
the care of Him who allows time to roll*oi\ for us,j§e all 
retired to dream* of’ a “ Happy new year/’ thus # so very 
agreeably commerced. 

Alas ! where afe those,who v omposed#that loving circle ? 
wherej and echo said, “ where I/* 

• THE ELDEST DAUGHTER. 

For u The MothWs 1 FrienSt.” 

Lau!ia # fib ward s -v^is only fifteen years of age when, 
with three sisters, she wa*s left an orphan. "Her father, 
though not professedly pious, ^as moral and exemplary ; 
but her mother was a Palpus dascfple of Christ, whose 
religion shone brightly in all hdr conf&ct. Aware that 
her end was ^lear, she cfflled her # children and embraced 
•them tenderly, saying,/ 1 Ho& canj leave you, my darling 
ones?” but she meekly surrendered them, and with many 
prayers and tears resigned th§m into the hancls of HMi 
to whose embrace her spirjfcsoon departed. 

Laura now devoted herself ^entirely to the care^ and 
education of her younger sisters ; her communications with 
them were spontaneous — wh?t she said* issued from the 
heart,. # a* waters from an overflowing fountain. One of 
these dfear children, Anna, was one day met by a friend — 
there was It tear in her eye. " W hy have*you b&h weeping?”. 
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the friend asked; “ are you .unha'ppy t” te There are 
other tears,’* she relied, “tl*an those of sadness and 
grief; dear Laura has been talking such goocl things to 
us l ” and Anna’s tears flowed- « gain*. The three sisters and 
their fc foster-mothe# had Seen sitting under a tree in the front 
of ehe house ; the eldest had bedh •oonv , ersing cheerfully 
with them, while they, full of affection, were crbwning 
her with flowers, and calling her tlieir u May-Qt\een.” • 

(t pear sisters,”* said Laura, " let me tell you a story 
about one who was crowned a great many years ago,” 
They all listened — even Carol ine^the youngest, manifested 
her eO^erness. . L&ira told the tale Of the sufferings or 
Christ — how He was crowned With thorns* — how the sharp 
points of the thorns were thrust into IJis head — how He 
continued to suffer*insul^ and pain until He was nailed to 
the cross. After she had # finished, and while her listers 
were bathed in tears, she told them that “ Christ sjiffered 
and died for us, so that ve might belief in Him, and have 
our sins pardoned and be. saved.” “But is not all this in ■ 
your catechism, dear Anna ? ” said the friend ;^*3j£Du have 
heard it befQre ; how came you to be 'so muen arffected by 
what-your sister .said ? ” “ Oh \ ” exclaimed Anna, “'sister 

Laura did not tell th$ story as it is in the catechism ; she 
■never talks to us in thaf way.* Jesus Christ never seemed 
so dear to me before. lie is Saviour - m I never thought 
of that till to-day 

In this manner was thd seed sown hi these young hearts — ■ 
Sjgd wjhich sprang up and produced plants which budded 
and blossomed, and brought forth fruit. These sisters are 
now all rejoicing with Laura $2* the hope of eternal life. 
k Mother!, what a lesson is here presented to you , to train up 
your children for. Cod— to sow the seed .of Divine truth 
nearly — a word from a dying bed is often powerful and 
effective ; and vflfcat must be the joy of such a -sister as 
Laura', who, Reading in the steps 6f a pious bn other, seeks 
It suitable opportunity to bring her dear sisters to Christ ! 



, A MOTHERS UNDYING INFLUENCE. ll 

The preceding Account, extracted from an American work, 
and abridge*! for the sake of brevity, affords a striking 
illustration of the -sentiment, that where there exists a 
desire to do gcfod, the -opportunity will not be wanting. 

R. C. 

A MOTHER’S UNDYING INFLUENCE. 

*Mr. JLB. Gough was delivering a lecture to young men, 
on the subject of “ Habit and he alluded to the influence 
of habits contracted in e^rly youth, and the lasting im- 
pressions likely to be produced by religious teaching. 
“I remember,” lie, said, “the teachings of a paying, 
pious mother. !!Hiat mother was very pcof ; bufrshe was 
one of the Loyd ?Jesus Christ* s nobilfty, and she had a* 
patent, signed and sealed with His bfqod. She died a 
paupef, and was buried without a shroud, and without a 
prayert But she left h^r children the legacy of a mother’s 
pray ers? ap d* th^ Lord God Almighty as the executor of 
her last will and testament. That mother taught me to 
pray, early life J had acquired the habk of praying. 

She, with*the assistance of, teachers in ‘the Sabbath school, 
had helped to store my mind with passages of Scripture. 
We do not kbrget what we Iefirn ; k may be buried — it 
may be, bid away in some ob?curc vorner,qf the heart — but, 
bj> -and- by ^circumstances reveal to us the fact, that we 
kijow much more than we dfcairu^l we knew. After that 
mother’s death I went out into # the world, exposed to 
temptations. I fell ; I acquired bad habits ; 4br .seve^ 
years of my life I wandered'cfver God’s beautiful earth, 
like an unblessed spirit Wandering ov*er a barren desert, 
digging deep wells t# quench m^ thirst, and bringing up 
the dry, hot jsand. The*Iiverj| of my m ra ster had been to 
me a garment pf burning poison. Bound- with tbe fetters 
of evil habit— habit, like an iron net encircling me in its 
folds — fasqjnt^ed with my bondage, and yet ^rjth a desire 
(oh, how fervent,!) to stand where I had ones hoped to # 
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a mother’s undoing influence. 


Stand ! Seven years of darkness — seven” years of dissipa- 
tion — seven years of sin* ! There I stood. * Ah ! ’ says 
one, € what is the effect nOw of a mother’s teaching — of a 
mother’s prayers — of Sabbath- school instruction, and of 
the good habits •that you formed fci early life V Oh, I 
stood there, I remember well— feeling my own weak- 
ness — feeling that * the way ft of transgressors is* hard,* 
and that * the wages of sin is death’ — feeling in hay 
heart of hearts all the bitterness that arises from the con- 

r« ( 

sciousness of powers that God Jmd given to me wasted — 
conscious that I had teen chasing the bubble pleasure, and 
findR^ nothing — gaining nothing by it. There I stood — 
that mother had passed to heaven. 

“ I remember ofie night sitting with Jier in the garret — 
we had no candle.-^-she , said to me, ‘ John, I am growing 
blind. I do not feel it much ; but you are young ; it is 
hard for you; but never mind, John, there is n* night 
there. There is no 'heed of any candle "there. The 
Lamb is the light' thereof.’ She has changed that dark, 
gloomy garret, to bask in the sunshine of hes^aviour’s 
smiles. * Bnt was her influence lost ? No. An I stood, 
feelmg my own weakness, knowing that I could not resist 
temptation, it seemed as if the very light she left as she 
passed, had spanned the da/k gap of seven years of sin 
and dissipation, and struck the heart, and opened it, I 
felt utterly my own weakness, and the passages of Scrip- 
ture that were stored a$ay in my mind — buried, as it were, 
t in the memory — came, as if whispered again by the 
loving lips df that mother into my ear. -* He is able to 
save to the uttermost.’ That is what I want. I want to 
be ttaved. I cannot save^myself. I, want to be * saved to 
the uttermost.’ . * Him that cometh unto me I will in no 
wise cast out.’. This was the force and influence of a 
mother’s teaching. It was the force — as it weae — of a 
good habit, that hsd been utterly broken up, and destroyed 
by the acquisition of the evil habits of sin.” 



TRUTHFULNESS. 


Ponder these words, mother, as you tread life’s winding 
path, leading your little group towalds the celestial city 
and when you tremble over the sight of blighted hopes, 
and are ready to stumble at discouragements, cheer up, 
while you think* of ^the teaching in the little garret of 
John Gough’s mother, «nd the^lorious results. 

TRUTHFULNESS.. 

Mr. Steady, at the time we write, had been five* years 
managing clerk to the house of Messrs. Good, Raward, and 
Co., general merchants. He had sperft the principal part 
of his life in the* service of the firm, for he left Jus native 
village when a hoy, with a # recommendation from the 
brother of Mr. Raward, #nd was, in coitsequence, admitted 
at onge into the warehouse ; vrhere, by diligence and good 
naturq £for he was ever ready to lend a helping hand), he 
soon bgcamf a favqurite, and oh the first vacancy was pro- 
moted. lie delighted to relate.the following story to his 
friends^jyhich he said was at the bottom of #11 his prefer- 
ment. 

“ A stranger was once staying a Sabbath in our village, 
and being ajmd man, and moreover a # dear lover of children, 
he visited the Sunday schooir Tllfe superintendent, observ- 
ing a stranger, ^vent up to him, and addressing him freely 
and affectionately, soon found a response. Ue then asked 
• him if he would be kind enough to address the children* 
* They like variety,’ said he, * and are geuerajly pleased 
with strangers, and who can tell but you may leave a bless*- 
ing behind.’ To this revest the stranger cheerfully con- 
sented; the great c^vject he had in view in hi s’ add res# was 
to enforce the .importance and show thp value of truthful- 
ness, and with great simplicity he told tir£ following tale : — 
Charles* Cobb was a dutiful little boy* # and being very 
affectionate, *his parents' loved him much, and delighted to 
give him ’all the plea&re they could. One tlgy they were 
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gdfltg to drink tea and spend the evening with a sick and 
aged relative, and as it would not be proper to t&e hijn with 
them, they told him he fbight invite* some of his young 
friends to take tea with him, and * spend *the evening in 
playing games. With this plan Charfes was delighted, and 
several invitations were sent and accepted, and tfreyoung 
visitors were all punctual to th% time.* 

“ Mrs. Cobb, before she left, kindly arranged all for them, 
and sjijd she hoped they would be very good, and then they 
would be very happy. The tea jpeing made and served out 
by their own hands was doubly delicious — and there are but 
few Rcept children who properly understand this enjoy- 
ment — to have*seen their smiling, happy Yaces would have 
clone your heart good. Tlea being o\A, preparation was 
made for the evei>mg games. Notv thejr little chubby faces 
gathered around the table, and they beheld with delight 
the puzzles anjl games laid before them ; i^any k little 
hand was stretched out^ and many a stfeet voice-was heard 
crying — ‘Oh let*me look' ’at that. ’ After some time spent 
in this way; the young party began to wetfry";* more 
exciting games were proposed; and they all started off 
to ‘hunt the hare/ Now they were lively indeed, and 
scampered round and round the room like wild creatures. 
Billy Holmes in particular ran about, to the great 'danger 
of the things in the room. At last, being hardly pressed by 
one of the little girls, %e dashed behind a table in the 
corner, which he knocked down, and broke to pieces an 
glab as[er vase and glass cover. The noise at once alarmed 
them and put a stop to their mirth, and the distress of 
poor Charles was very great, for Tie knew it was a favourite 
of hit father’s. He began *to cry, saving, 1 Oh what shall I 
do? Papa will be^ so angrp ! ’—‘Don’t cry,* dear,’ said 
Billy, * I am very sorry, indeed ; but you can say the cat 
was frightened, and jumped upon the table and knocked it 
^h?!vn/ *Qh no/ «§aid Charles, ‘ that would be telling 
% story, and I would suffer anything rathe* than tell a story; 
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and I am sure papa would jbe more grieved at any telling t 
story than breaking the vase, for hi has often told ith 
always to speak the truth, come what may/ 

“ The little *tory,” • said Mr, Steady, u was enforced bj 
many kind observations, and *to this story I owe all my pre- 
ferment it made a lasting impression on my mind, anc 
soon aft^r I entered this house, I was accidentally placed in 
circumstances which strongly tested my truthfulness. The 
story came to my aid, and I boldly avowed the whole t^utb 
— this so pleased my employers, that I soon rose in their 
estimation, and having practised truthfulness all my life, I 
now enjoy their entire confidence . 5 * M. 


a page foe Young* mothers. 

THE, RAW APPLE. 

A short tilfie ago. I entered an ofonibus/the occupants 
of which were chiefly females. # Qpposfte ra me sat a clean, 
dark-eyejWqyng mother, of pleasing appearanoe, evidently 
a foreigner# She held on ^er knee an interesting little 
girl of two years old. The child’s eyes and complexion 
were dark, liks her own ; but its little fingers were sadly 
attenuated, and its countenance \!ry sickly. The child 
held in its hand a hard, gre$n, raw apple, which it appeared 
to enjoy very much. Alter a renfUrk or two about the 
child, I said to its mother, “ Why do you feed your baby 
with such unwholesome food ? You cannot expect l\er to 
be healthy ; you should not givfc her raw ap|>les.” The 
young mother replied, very ftinocently,* “ She likes them, 
ma’am, and she cri^ for thenf when she sees them.” 
“Very likely,” rejoined P; “ tyit if you never gave them 
to her, she would never expect them. The stomach of so 
young a*child cannot digest food of this kifttl. You might 
roast or take jthem, and then they would be very whole- 
some*” Very gogd- humour edly the mother said, “ She is 
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not well, and she would, cry if sh£ did not have them.” 
Further conversatiAi was not* possible, for the conductor 
had forgotten to set her down at her destination, and she 
was in great trouble how to* get back ; she was eventually 
put into the first returning omnib*s, and I saw her no 
more. 

I have often thought of this young mother Sinfle. She 
was evidently a kind and careful mother. The child’s 
clothes, and especially its under-garraents, though old and 
faded, were scrupulously cleam She looked at her pretty 
baby with pride an$ tenderness. She was endeavouring 
to ftfake it hapjfy ; and yet she was its greatest enemy, 
both naorally*and physically. She was •ruining her child’s 
health, by cramming it with indigestible trash, instead of 
wholesome food.* Sh^ exercised no moral* discipline over 
it ; and if that child li%£$ to grow up’, it will probably have 
a sickly constitution, and an ill-flregulated mind. ; Almost 
all mothers may give their childsen w^lesome food. 
They may refuse to give # them what they cry for. They 
may accustom them % early to be denied whajwa* not good 
for them ^ and these few apparently trifling things would 
go- far as foundation for a rightly ordered education. 
Few mothers are tpo poor, or too ignorant* to teach their 
children such little thfpgs asrtfiese. # E. G. 

We have more raw appdes iq store. — £ d. 


, FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.— No. II. 

SAn^H. 

“ And the name of Abram's wife was/5arai.” — Gen. xi. 29. 

What an important ferrule character do these few words 
introduce to our notice. The “ princess’/ of Israel — the 
rnpther of GocPs chosen people — she was, ag we* learn from 
Gen. xx. 1/2, the half-sister, as well as the jyhp of Abram 
Such marriages were common in the E^st and in Egypt ; 
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that they were, however, cpntrary to the will of God, we 
gather from their being strictly forbidden to the Jews: by 
the laws of iloses. .Abraham and Nahor might be led to 
take their near* relations in marriage, to avoid any con- 
nexion with idolatrous# nations around them. Under the 
clear light of ChristianfrjPthey ase plainly repugnant to the 
Word of God and the interests of morality and society. 

The companion of her husband’s heaven -appointed 
wanderings, we find Sarah sharing his temporary soj#Urji in 
Egypt. It appears that the eastern custom of veiling the 
face was practised even at that early period ; and we cannot* 
therefore, acquit Sarah of a measure of perianal vanity, at 
least of a neglect of what was considered womanly delicacy, 
in exposing her teauty to the gaze of the voluptuous 
nobles. Mark’ the nonsequence of .her conduct — she was 
taken i«to the palace* of Pharaoh, r tp add to the number of 
his wives, and only preserved from dishonour by the direct 
interference 0/ God. .We grieve ove* the equivocation of 
which Abram* was guilty; before God— *wbo looks to the 
motive and^yitention of an act — it was a lie. flow easily 
does man’ si corrupt nature tyirn into sin even the* purest 
and noblest affections of the human heart ! Young wife, 
has God bestcaved on you a fair* outside ? Seek not the 
admiration of society ; be* fcrtisfiqfl with that of your 
husband, and let. your bqputy be to him a fire-side 
light. 

* Surrounded by wealth, servants; and possessing hex 
.husband’s ardent love, Sarah had still one bitter ingredient 
in her cup of life — she had no Child. True, the promise 
had been given of a numero»s # race ; but; as year after year 
rolled away without ifcs fulfilment; Sarah, whose faith was 
far inferior to ^bram’s, became ^mpatient at the delay, and 
she foolishly resolved to take her own means for uccom- 
plishing *the Divine decrees. Do we speaif to any who, 
•like Sarafi, sit # by a lonely hearth, and, it may be, from 
amidst luxury and^splencfour, envy the cottage mother the 
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rosy children who cling around her? Ah I try to believe 
that your fire-side &ould not be silent, if thlre Were not a 
needs be for it; the lOnged-for gift has been withheld 
in mercy — perhaps to keep you from idoldtiy;. . 

The blessing refused as yet to th§ mistress was bestowed 
on the young Egyptian, and the wfshes of Sarah seemed to 
be fulfilled; her joy, however, was of short duration. 
Hagar was unable to conceal her pride ; and, in her eleva- 
tion fb be the second wife of her master, she forgot her 
respect for her mistress. W^uld that we could pass over 
the painful scene which followed. Sarah’s haughty spirit 
cotM ill brook the insults of her rival, and she unjustly 
accuses Abram as the author of her trouble. Yielding to 
his love for her,*he permits the womdh he ought to have 
cherished to be, exposed to Sarah’s rage, until the afflicted 
Hagar flees from them. Assured and comfoTt&l by an 
angel, she is commanded to rtturn and submit to her 
mistress — a seemingly hard task ; but Hagai obeys, and we 
do not read o&any further violence. 

Foiled °in her attempt to lurestal the, ph>v,idence of 
God, by. His direlct refusal t<* accept Ishmael^as the pro- 
mised seed, Sarah is, however, again assured that she 
should have a son*— the 'gracious promise was received, not 
with humble faith, taut “with scornful laughter. Is she 
alone in her unbelief? Are there no mothers who, instead 
of resting 911 the faitnful word of God for themselves and 
their children, look only at the obstacles — to their eyes, im- 
passable hindrances— to the accomplishment of that word 
it would seem as if Sabih’s unbelief gave way after the 
reproof of the angel, for w£ are told of her “faith” in 
Eeb. xi. 11 . Our pen hiust rest not, or our paper will be 
too long. L. T, 

“ MOTHER I AM HYING NOW*!’’. 

Who does not*wish to be in a world where all is perfec 1 
tion, and love, and happiness— free fi$m all sin, and its 
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consequences ? There ’is something very soothing in the 
thought, whem looking upon a dear liltle suffering child, 
that it rfrill soon be happy and perfect, in the fold of the 
good Shepherd. • 

Upon one of these •“ little ones'” some friends were 
gazing. She was a potfr*little girl, crippled and deformed 
from hef birth. She was now seized with a disease winch 
threatened, to remove her from a world where she had 

suffered much. She was a very affectionate child, and, no 

" • § 

word of complaining had ever passed her lips. Sometimes 
the tears would come into her eyes, when she saw in her 
presence children more physically blessed than herself at 
the thought of he* deprivation ; but that was all She 
was so gentle, so considerate of giviug paki, and so desirous 
to please all ai bund -her, that she Ipid endeared herself to 
every member of her family, an<J to all who knew her. 
At length the progress of the disease was so rapid, it was 
seen she, couifi not .long survive. 6he grew worse and 
worse. One higlit, in an interval of pain ^he called her 
mother to, her bedside and said, “ Mather, I* am dying 
now. Ihqpe I shall’see yop and my brothers gpd sisters 
in heaven. Won’t I be straight, and not a cripple, 
mother, whenj get to heaven?”* And go the little sorrow- 
ing child passed for ever awa^ 

Mother ! djd yop ever thank God that your children are 
born withollt deformity ? Or^ if ytu ate nursing a little 
afflicted one, can you not rejoice iti the thought that it 
shall he perfect and beautiful, when it walks the gqlden^ 
street, in the company of angete, and the angel’s Lord? 
Are you training it for thalf happy, perfect place? Are 
you going there yourself? You have a map of t&e country, 
with a description of its travelers ; examine it, and by its 
aid examine your own walking; the foad is “ narrow,” 
but wide enough for two— you, and your j&viour. 
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THOUGHTS BY AN O^D DIYINC. 

Lord, I find the genealogy of my Saviour strangely 
chequered with four renfarkable changes, in four imme- 
diate generations. First, Abiaavas Boboam’s son — that is, a 
bad father had a bad son ; secondly, Asa wa? the son of 
Abi$~a bad father and a good son; third, Joseph at was 
the son of Asa — a good fatl^r and a good son ; fourth, 
Joram was the son of Josaphat — a good father and a bad 
son? I see, ’Lord, from hence, that my father’s piety 
cannot ^be entailed — this is bad news %r me; hut I see, 
also, that actual impiety fs not always^ hereditary — this is 
good news for me. 

ATTRACTION AND REPULSION, 
c v ' 

There is hardly any bodily blemish *.whml^ & winning 
behaviour wilhwot "conceal, or make tolerable — and there is 
no external* grace whirfi ill-nature, # pride, or aUtegtion will 
not deform. 


COURAGE* PIOUS MOTHER ! 

A great and. ( good\mfCTrtaid, just before he. went to 
heaven — “The early religious impresaons made on my 
mind by my godly nfbther r have followed me in all my 
wanderings through life.” Courage, then, good mother! 
, you « think your sphere of action humble and obscure, 
perhaps ; but you may be moulding a character that shall 
influence the world^ through cti&ant ages — work on in faith. 

HAPPEN E&. 

Inward pea^fc of mind, consciousness of integrity, and 
a satisfactory vfew of our own conduct, are* circumstances 
very requisite to happiness. 
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ADDltESS AT A MATERNAL MEETING. 

'REMINISCENCES. 

“ Life i%a#lender thread, 

Like filmy gossamer, 

That fioatipg 0]ger head, 

The slightest breath may stir. 

The waving bough — the autumn wind— 

But moves — and who the thread shall find ?" 

• 

Fourteen years ago, dear friends, we met in this very 
spot — a little band of mothers and teac&ers — to forrff our- 
selves into a Maternal Association. Well has «the poet 
sung — 

<£ We taltc.no note of time*but by-its loss/' 

• • 

From how many lips will the words issue, <c How fast 
the yeajs have glided by!” — And ’the question is asked, 
“ Can it Be*so*long?” How varied* arg^ the events by 
which we., measure this space o? time. One wjll say, “Ah, 
it inusf b^*as long;’ for my dear girl* was aujuifimt then, 
and now she walks by my side as a bright companion. 
Yes, it must be so.” Another wiil # say, u Ah, I do re- 
number my precious bo) f mtm whh me then, but from 

the time he has lain in the tomb it must be so.” Then 

• • ^ 

that mother gbes back to the scemc of* years flown by, as 
•though it were an occurrence of yesterday. Ob, what a 
world of hopes lies hearsed within his quiet gjave ! “ I 

hoped he would have been my»coinfort as I* passed down 
the vale of time. Yes, I yell remember — it must be so.” 

“ And for the looted and lost, * 

Their mejnories move tis a& fought else may move.” 

Another will exclaim — " Ah, both my dear parents 
were alive fourteen years* ago ; but my revered and affec- 
tionate fathef passed away from earth *soon after our first* 
meeting.” Another tells us, " I was a^girl then, and had 

VOL. VII. 
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a loving mother ; but ^shejs gonh to heaven, a»d I am a 
mother now myself, I Yes, it must be so long ” ‘ 

u Ah, many a gentle word * 

Of precious counsel, all too* long dfepised, 

By memory now is stirred* 

And must be thought upon, and weighed and prized.” 

t • ’ 

Then one in sable garb will say, “ I was then a happy 
wife ; hut now I aba written * widow,’ and my children 
* fatherless.’ Yes, it is fourteen years since we first met.” 

, u Sorrow b&th laid its hand on thee, 

Lone mourner of the dead ! * 

And blanched the glow upon thy ch&*k. 

And bowed thy stricken head. 

Widow ! tlfine is po common woe, 

That briefly doth subdue 
The young spuPs buoyant happiness 

With thoughts of saddening hue.” # 

» 

Alas ! how ma*?y Lave fallen by our side -sintfe the com- 
mencement of our Association. We gathered strength by 
numbers as. t we passed along, and hundreds of mothers’ 
and children’s names stand on our book — but where are 
many of them ? They have glided, one by one, from our 
midst; and now, in lodging-® *er the list of mothers, wo 
find scarcely one who— if herself living — lips not lost 
some dear ones. They a^e gone down to the dUst of the 
grave ; and some of them, whose lovely, beaming counte- 
nances .would have told us of anything but of darkness and 
death fourteen 'years ago. How many bright young spirits 
are gone through the^shadowy tale, leaving to us only the 
remembrance of their love sand loveliness ! Many a hitter 
cup has been put into the h^pds of some qf us; we have 
often been called .to Veep with those who weep, and to ‘go 
down to the briiik. of the dividing river, cheering the. pass- 
ing, royager, as long, as our voice could be heard, hnd in 
'^"hearts' wishing them* joy of thfeir bright inheritance, 
when they had d asked over : and we have* soused, savin er. 
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“ How beautiful they look l ” even when death had dashed 
the bloom from the young clifcek, and placed his marble 
hand on the fair brow* 

“ Face to face jve have gazed on death, 

In his regal pomp and sway ; 

'When he had snatched the wavering breath 
9 From the lovely form of clay. 

We have looked on him when naught was there, 

To waken fear or dread ; 

We saw no terror*nor fierce despair, * 

As we stood by their dying betf.” 

We delight tc^ dtfell on the memory of some mothers, 
whom we hope t$) meet in heaven, wjio came here at our 
first meeting, careless and unconcerned as to themselves 
and ^heir children but who with dying lips thanked God 
for paternal Associations. it these anniversaries the 
dead seem claim a share -in our recollections, and we do 
not like tkey.%hould he forgotten. # Why should they? 
They live yet — far or near, t*hey are living^ still ; and for 
aughf we*Tcnow, ma^ be taking & deeper interest in our 
meeting this evening, and longing for some heart .to be 
touched, so as to be from henceforth prepared to dwell 
with them in their heavo^Jjome. They are only passed 
into Another state of existence. Th% dream of life is 
over with thfem, but thly have # awakened in everlasting 
.day. 

Some of us can say, “ Joseph is not, and there is no 
Benjamin but we shall hav# them restored to us agalh 
in the city of the golden gUeets. 

u Oh happj — happy land ! in thee 
Shines the unveiled Divinity ; , 

There happy souls, wtora death may sever, 

Shall meet to mingle joys for ever.’** 

But # why 'were our de’ar ones taken ? Ah ! why ? There 
is no voice to answer ;*but listen,* I will read % page to tlife 
point. 
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THE HAND THAT SAVES US. 

* Two painters were employed to fresco the walls of a 
magnificent cathedral. Both ‘stood: bn a rutle scaffolding, 
some forty feet from the floor, * One of them was so intent 
t updh his work that he became wholly absorbed; and in 
admiration stood off from the c picture, gazing at it with 
intense delight. Forgetting where he was, he moved 
slowly jbaek, surve'ying critically the work of his pencil, 
until he had neared the edge of «the plank upon which he 
stood. At this critical moment his companion turned 
suddenly, and, almost frozen with horror, beheld his immi- 
nent peril. Another instant, and the enthusiast would be 
precipitated upon the pavefhent beneath. If he spoke to 
him it would be certain death ; if* he held his peace, death 
was equally sure. Suddenly he regained his presence of 
mind, and seizing a vret brusji, flung it agK : nst tltc wall, 
spattering the beautiful picture with unsightly blowflies of 
colouring. Thtf'paihter flew forward, and turned upon his 
friend with fierce upbrudings; but, t startled at* his ghastly 
face, he listened to his recital fcf danger, looked!* shudder- 
ing over the dread space below, and with tears of gratitude 
blessed the hand thsPc savecl hin^ 

Just so it is with us. « WcTsometimes get absorbed upon 
the pictures of our homes, and in cotften?pl*\ting them 
step backwards, unconscious of our peril ; when our 
heavenly Father dashes out the beautiful images, to draw 
*'.& into Hb arms of compassion and love. "We had house- 
hold gods, but we did not know it till they were taken 
aw r ay ; or wje were resting upon 0 an arm of flesh, and our 
heavenly Friend would not that vfe should have the 
“ curse ” of thoSe who do this ; therefor^ Be dashed out 
the beautiful from our pictures, causing us to stand still, 
and .remember tHat He is God. . 

> But, dear friends? let us speak tc^ our own hearts. Here 
we are, still spared t Let us praise our God, and resolve in 
His strength to be more alive than ever, in our work ; and, 
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oh, let us train our tender plants that remain to us up - 
ward&> that they may shine iij the life-giving rays of the 
Sun of Righteousness. We seem to be on the eve of sift- 
ing and ' moraentouf times. Oijr sons and daughters — 
jes. and our Sabbajl^school children too — will be the 
men and. women of those times. Let us, as mothers and 
teachers, train our charge to endure hardness, as good 
soldiers of Jesus Christ. Let us fix firmly in their young 
minds the simple, saving truths of the Bible, that whfen the 
battles of life are over, We, with them, may join the Cap- 
tain of onr salvation, and shout — victory, victory , victory, 
ori the plains of the celestial city, through the blood of 
the Lamb. 


THEY ARE FASSED'OVEIt JORDAN. 

. Thet? are gone to rest — 

They iiave gone o’er.tbe darK des’p tide, 
JVliich the earth and lieafcn divides,. 

, Through whiqji we too must go. 

Down to the Jordan’s brink we went. 
Cheering the loved, the dying saint ; 

They passed-^nd feftjio Voe. 

They are gone to rest — 

• Scfme lovely in fiints reached tjie tide, 
Sinking as into sleep they died, 

Nor grieved, nor felt a fear ; 

One fare Well smile, and they were past 4 
One gentle sigh, it v^ls the last ; 

They Bailed without a tea* 

They are gone to r<?st — 

Ji lovely yourti, wi^h earnest brjow, 

Drew near the dark, deep riwr now, 

*Nor mourned his shortened rac% 

“ Jesus is mine,” he nobly criedf^ 

“ Mine the §dored — the^crucffied — 

1 go to see His face.” 
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They aver gone ‘to rest — 

A hi other to the’ river’s brink. 

Bound to earth b^ many a link, 

Came down with kindling eye. 1 
A blood-staineS cross fche held and pressed, 
Which stilled the jthrobbiags other breast— 

She passed to joy* on high. 

They are gone to rest — 

The victor’s wreath, on many a brow, 
Appears amidst the glories now' 

Of heaven’s eternal rest ; 

While palms of victory they wave. 

They sing of triumph o’er thp grave ; 

With Jesus they are blest. 

December , 18f>). < L 


THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGg. 

In the beginning of your journey neglect not thp, favour of' heaven.” 

“ You are later than usOdl, Henry, 5 * said the young wife, 
as she lopkerl up at he^ beloved and*good-lookfAg husband, 
who had ‘just entered his neat cottage. u Am I, Polly ? 
Well, maybe I am ; one cannot be answerable for a few 
minutes one way or anQthe r/^ Mrs. Judd looked up again 
at her husband, ‘evidently surprised, and a flush ‘passed 
over her cheek. 

<c You seem a bit put oftt, Polly,” Henry continued ; 
i( now we had better begin as we intend to go on, as the 
«peoplfr say ; ,so, as the anniversary of our wedding is not 
come round, we can form any plans we like.” “ Plans, 
dear^” exclaimed Polly, “ I thought we had made all our 
arrangements for years to come, ( unle^s Providence caused 
us to alter them.* /* Providence, eh ! why, ntf, not just like 
that ; I think J 'shall spend an hour or two of an evening, 
now. and then, among some of our men ; one can’t/ as they 
*say, be tied-up to one’s .wife’s apror-strings V m *"Oh, dear 
Henry, I am sorry, to hear you say this/’ spited the young 
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wife, taking up a book that by by her aide, H I thought 
you would havr liked , to finish this to me this evening; I 
have not even peeped into.it since I sat down, though 
I longed to know the ending.” 

ct Well, well, there is no time now for reading ; ’tis too * 
latp, and I w'ant to talk to you. In the first place, there’s 
a present for you — a bright half-crown to put in jour 
pocket for your own use ; the great folks, I think, call a 
wife’s own money, e pin money but you can buy any- 
thing to eat, drink, or wear with it, Polly? for one doe^not 
like just to be selfish ; and if I like to spend, a shilling all 
to myself, why, you can do the $ame you see, and I like to * 
see my wife a little matter smartish toft, particularly if 
one’s comrades happen to call ; so you can get a new cap 
or ribbon.” "Thank you, Henry, I do not want any- 
thing; Hiav(t*plentyJ;o last me.”* “'Well, you are to have 
it, and spend it .fts you like ; and I will sp£nd mine in a 
mug of porter with Sam and Charles^ and get a.chat about 
business ^it tfie same tirSe ” 

“Oh, dear! what has come to you, my dear Henrj^?” 
said Polly, and a tear rushed to b?r eye % “your wages will 
never allow of this, and our *bnppin€ss will be at an end ; 
who can*have been persuading you to do t&is ? ” “ Ah, as 

to that, nobody.* $Jow let us have supper and be off, ’tis 
getting late.” “ Won’t, you read a chapter first in the 
Bible, as you are accustomed to do, Henry V 9 *‘Why, 
no, I don’t think I will to-night* I shall go* up stairs 
soon, and then you can rea4 it to younself if you like— 
one’s mind is not always just fit to read Bibles.” # Silently 
the astonished wife prepared. the supper,, and saw her 
husband depart* " up stairs.” sffe felt like one in a dream, 
who has suddenly lost a beautiful vision, thy? awakes to a 
, Spnse of overwhelming disappointment, almost amounting 
to agony. 



A PAGE POR, YOUNG MOTHERS. 

U<mi RAW* APPLES# 

I was relating last month ho% \ met a poor German 
.woman, who was feeding her child with unripe fruit. 1 
dare say many a mother has sdid, as she read of it, “ How 
could she be so foolish ! I never do such things! ” Are 
you quite sure ? You feel, I doubt not, that while your 
baby is weak and tender, you should not only feed it with 
wholesome food, imt ‘that you should give it nothing of a 
contrary tendency. But your child ‘has another life to be 
* fed, besides its bodily life^ — the soul peeds food. Your 
child’s mind is opening day by day ; with. what are you 
feeding it 1 Most children that I have known have had 
their infant minds stored with tr|ish of all sorts. *1 knew 
one large family, where the under-nurse was\pnd of singing 
songs, and the fi^st thing the children learned was to lisp 
them too—were not these like raw apples? My own 
earliest* recollections are connected* with trite* and foolish 
nursery ditties heard from the nurses, and* fairy tales 
related by visitors, # who Igiew no better how to amuse me ; 
— these raw apples, I>do ufoL» ot. did me much harm. 

I knew a litflc boy, whose father was a gentleman of 
most fastidious •delicacy* and 1 propriety, «ah(} yet, from 
getting occasionally into company with the stable-boy, he 
learned # to use the most profane language, before he was 
old ^enough to know hour Vicked it was — this was worse 
than green fruit, it was downright poison. And yet, how 
man y mothers let their, little ones stray for hours in the 
Streep and lanes, where they kqow hot what company they 
keep. Mother ! <do your Utmost to keep ydur little child’s 
jpind free fmpi sin and folly, and to fill up the room thus 
joined with God’s Word and hymns, with good principles, 
^ifptd, abqve all, with good examples. Wisdom is required, 
and judgment, «' Begin with little stqftes from Scripture. 
Give them at first in your own language, if you can. 
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Make them very short and simple* Repeat them over and 
over agajn. Sometimes read them in Scripture language. 
Make it a treat to hear of Jesus. Choose principally 
such hymns as speak of fiim/sucl^as these : — 

“• Jesus, who r$gfls above* the sky.” 

•“Jesus, that cqndescpndmg King.” 

• “Jesus Christ, my Lord and Saviour.” 

“ Lo ! at noon, ’tis sudden night.” • 

“ There's a message of love, 

Come down from above.” 
u When Jesus Christ was here belotf.'^ 

“ I think .^ien I read that sweet story of old.” 

Several of these Symns, with Tnany mbre, may be found 
in a little penny book, prepared by Mr. fcurwen ; and in 
anothe^ called “Hymns for Children,” Choose your 
times; make file* food peasant; sweeten i^with smiles* 
speak ol* Jesus wjfth* love and pleasure. You may say, 
“ I fear my child is not converted?— the£e things would be 
distasteful.” «*Not so, if^ou begin sogn enough-*-the infant 
mind, , befdre sinful habits and an evil consciehce are 
developed, feels not the enmity which is often brought tmt 
later. You may feed the young’mind and infant imagina- 
tion oa these things, and ytfffit- child # will like them. 
But if you ma^e ♦he mistake of thinking it is too soon 
to begin with spiritual teaching, aifd tliat you had better 
pave the way with nursery rhymes and other trash, you 
• will find not only that you have lost the fairest and^nost 
favourable opportunity one human being ever has of 
influencing the mind of aifother, but filso that you have 
been cramming it wi*h sour apples till its appetite is 4ost 
for wholesome food. I fras’feminded of this yesterday 
morning, on being awakened by a little ’fellow at my side, 
who had ’crept out of his crib at day break—" Mamma,” 
# said he, “what is that about ‘ Heigh diddle diddle, and the 
cow jumping ovei;the mpon?'” I said, “Do you believe that 
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sftory, dear? Bo yfa think thkt cow^ever cjro jump over 
the tnoon ? ” ** Yes, 1 ^ ma. M “ And do. you .suppose 
that dishes can Tun away with spoons?’^ “Yes, mamma.’' 
“What a stupid child J’* you will^ exclaim. -Very well, 
your children may be wiser ; buj jvhat I should think of 
great importance is — are you wiser than to {each your 
children all the nonsense yon learned when you were a 
child? Time is short. Your child may die ‘this year. 
Do &Ur you can for hirri while you have him. Work while 
it is day, lest darkness come upon you ; and pray for God’s 
blessing on yous labours and mine, in teaching our little 
ones. E. G. 


tHE HIDING PLACE. ' 

My dear children, do 4 you know what is meant by a 
hiding place ? t Perhaps you will wonder* \Jhy I ask you 
such an easy question, and will answe?K-“Oh, r yes. It 
means a placOo fiide in.< We all know that, because we 
often play at hide-and-seek.” Wellv J want ytm to find me 
all the texts in the Bible about hiding — people who hid 
away, and the places in which they were hidden. I am 
sure you cannot thfhk jio w lnj yjy passages you will be able 
to find, until you look lor them. However, before you 
begin your search^ let us t.dk <a little wjiife v about hiding' 
places, and especially about^The Hiding Place of whom I 
am going to write. 

< A* little boy was one f day walking with his mother 

through a back street, in which were a number of empty 
carts, when he suddenly asked her whether, if a wild bull 
were to come in their way, she would get into one of the 
empty carts for 3 shelter? oliis mother replied, that she 
did not think an open cart would be a good hiding place, 
an4 after they 4 returned home, she found hrm aT text in 
^ Isaiah (I dare say r you^wiH look %r it) which says, “ The 
ittein shall 4 swee.n awav the refuse of lifcs. and tlie waters 



iPfTE &IDIKC4 PLAC E. 


31 


shall overflew the hiding {Race . StAely this was a very 
unsafe * bidifig place, for it woiid be Swept away in the 
very first storm. 

Again, 1 remember reading in the Bible of some kings, 
who hid. away in a cttv<$ and were taken out and put. to 
death. • That was not a safe hiding place. 

You have read of the* flood which destroyed the wicked, 
and of Noah who was preserved in the ark. Now^ you 
will agree with me, that this was, indeed, a safe “hiding 
place. 

My dear children, we are all sinners— yes, all ofeus. 
It is written in Gipd’s holy word, that He .is angry with 
the wicked every day, yes, and .that He* will punish them 
too. Yet, Go'd is merciful as well ps jusf, and He himself 
has appointed a hidifig place ; so ^you may be sure it is a 
safe one. Jesijs Christ, *God’s well beloved Son, He is the 
“ Man yho «hall- \e for our Hidirtg Place.” Yes ; and 
who is, and ha! long — long been tho only safe hiding 
place. There are some persons wh # o know that they have 
sinned, Reserve tlie anger of God,* and ye*, they will 
not go to Jesus for safety and pardon. They hope to be 
saved by their own good works ; but, do you remember 
poor Christian in the “Pilgtimis progress,” when he was 
going to try^ this^ and was so frightened by the flames 
which burst ffoift Mount Sinai? «No, \3ear children, we 
have not kept God’s law, and we can never be sheltered by 
our own obedience. “ And justice cries with frowning face 
— this mountain is no hiding place.” There is but one 
safe hiding place for sinners sand that is Christ Jesus. 

“ On Him Jfre tenfold vengeance fell, 

That must have sunk a world to hjdl ; 

He*bore it for the sin/ul race, • 

, And thus became their hiding place?. 

We read, in the book of the Revelation, that there will 
be some, by-bnd-by, who will call on the jocks and 
mountains to fell them and hide them* “ from the wrath 
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of* $ie Larrib.” Yes,®dear child ten, from the iprath of the 
blessed Lamb of God, who ^hed His blood for ms, that We 
might be safe in this very storm of God’s anger, which 
will be so dreadful. May you jand i be safe iu this Hiding 
Plfyce now, even now ; and jhen n<& storm, no tempest, not 
even the last of all, can hurt us. 

Oxford. Mahy.. 


HOME SUNSHINE CLOUDED. 

6 

44 Boast not of to-inorrow.” 

The morning of the third Saturday in November, 1853, 
dawned as usual, on the peaceful home of a pious pair — 
the self-same sun which bad eticered.them for fifty years 
peeped in to give his usttal welcome. The fire blazed — 
the kettle sang — the (amily gathered round* the domestic 
altar, and then separated, each going to thtfjr usual employ* 
ment, familiaT indeed as 0 household things — the same 
duties had been done fbr years. The. scener^anmnd had 
grown under their eye,* and the hedge under the window 
had become tall and thick, so as almost to shut out the 
smiling meadow from the oth^c side ; the tops of the fruit- 
trees, planted as taplings t>y their own hands, now towered 
high, and often had they hailed the spring ^buddings with 
joy. The little study, too, of the good man, hung with 
portraits of departed worthies, looked still the same. A 
' neat “cottage of a wedded daughter stood hard by, all just 
as usual, where tears of sympathy and sadness had often 
mingled. 

The day passed on ; there was ndVhing to distinguish it 
from other days ; yet was ft soon to become the saddest 
of all days to’ that fhmily. Cheerfulness and apparent 
better health marked one ifrho had long been the, , joy and 
the binding hope df tly? family. r Yet were the* feet of the 
stiU messenger of woe hard by. He entered the house 
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unseen, jmheard, and stealthily followed hi$ victim to her 
chamber, and in a moment deal? the blow which finished 
mortal existence, but opened to the wife and mother eternal 
life. The first intimation the dear ones below had of the 
great dark cloud that ha5 alighted upon them was from 
the soupd as of a heavy fall * — they hastened up, but only 
to view a ’lifeless corpse. Most effectually had the de- 
stroyer done his work; — not a muscle* moved — ngt a 
single sigh escaped ; — the heart beat not ; — life was extin- 
guished in a moment, and the spirit stood before the 
throne! But it was prepared ; the beautiful consistdftcy 
of a long life 'gave good assurance to ^he stricken 
mourners that.it had entered on& of thoSe mansions which 
the Redeemer prepared foi* His faithful followers, — absent 
from.tfie body, present with the fcord. 

MotHer! Father! we have set before you a solemn 
scene — if truthful feality. The bereaved husband still 
survives, a faithful ambassador o»f .the cibss, whose head is 
whitened by^eighty summer suns, who for forty-nine years 
was comfot-ied and encouraged by the affection jzncf counsel 
of the deceased. A few days after her death he writes 
thus : — “ I am now a man experimental knowledge. I 
am cut in two. The union fl? dissolved ; the knot is 
untied ; tly 3 %pir^t*is fled, to return no more ; the separa- 
tion is accomplished ; — I am not*friendless, but alone, — 
smitten, wounded, and in anguish. You will give me 
credit for saying, it is the greatest trial I have ever known 
but I would not alter the thing if I could. The hand that 
did it was guided by wisdotn and goodness.** # Say, would 
sudden death be sudften glory to you? Are you prepared 
to die? You know not* an^ more thair the individual of 
whom you have been reading, what this • day may bring 
forth. >ut not away the, solemn question, *we beseech you. 
Res6lve tins* awful dojjbt, and ever remember that Jesus 
Christ is aWe to -save unto the very uttermost all who come 
to God through rfim. M. B. 
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A MOTHER’S RBSPONSIBILITY.— No. # II. . 

What responsibility rests tra us as mothers I^and how 
important that we should constantly and earnestly, both 
at home and at our MateVnal Meetings, implprehelp from 
heaven to enable us to train, these' dear ones in the right 
way ! Mothers have to guide these immortal beings during 
the jnost important period of their lives. They are to live 
in a world of intelligence to all eternity. For a time~f 
perhaps through a long life — they are to dwell on the earth, 
coiftinually exerting an influence for good or evil on all 
around* t he ny They are exposed to sin, Vice, and disorder 
on every hand ; tfleir characters are formed in the midst of 
many evil inflnences ; they will grow yp blessings or curses 
to themselves, their friends, their race ; and when they have 
passed away f^om ‘earth they are to live through an unknown 
period of retribution, according to their work on the earth. 

What chasacterS they, sh all form — what general course 
they are to* take — what dangers they shall experience or 
escape— what good or evil thfey shall do in tlfe world — 
wlntt blessings or curses the}* shall be to mankind — what 
death they shall die — wha‘t happiness or misery they shall 
experience after ^leath *— fTepends in a great measure on 
their early training, their education, thdjmufner in which 
they are treated by thVir parents, but more particularly 
by the mother. We are the natural’ teachers and guardians 
t of th^se immortal beings during the first years of life, and 
we are teaching them always — every moment in the day, 
by our words, looks, actions* and example. God has 
placed them in our hands, and H enquires us to take 
proper care of them, — not oof their bodies ‘only, but of 
their souls ; and among all the other accounts which He 
ydli call us to reader of our stewardship, ibis is one of the 
importance. In our next c papers on* this subject 
'ire shall glance at the characters of two toothers, and the 
result of their different and varied training. 



Servants and masters.— No. i. 

MUTUAL DEPENDANT E. 

“ Order is heaven’s* first law/’ sings the poet; and 
says the apostle, “ Let all things he done decently, and ii 
order.” 

Were it not for this mutual understanding amongst th< 
inhabitants of the world, how could its multifarious trahs 
actions progress with any approach to regularity anc 
comfort ? But so it is, and the various grides of society 
with more or les§ # of occasional grumblings^ find, theii 
respective places. Uhere are the Jiigh and the low — those 
of station, rank, w calth, and influeuce / and those ol 
industry— the sons of toil. One occupying the position oi 
employers, the ojliers of employed. It is .one of the mosf 
interesting studies* .that can occupy 4he befievolent and 
philanthropic in .fheir thoughtful moods — the mutual 
dependance of these two classes; they seem, to form 
as close ahd # necessary a*conn£xion as the. members of the 
human body. “ The head cannot say to the hands, I have 
no need of thee ; nor the hands to,the fe^t, I have no need 
of thee all are necessary ttbthg^well-being of each, and 
it is when each is enabled 'to discharge faithfully its 
peculiar funotioif, the machftie work# harmoniously, with 
ease and comfort. So is it witfi society ; and he shall be 
a benefactor of his race who can contribute in tl^e least 
degree to effect this object, and induce both sections of the 
population to feel as the ig ambers of* the body in the 
Scripture illustration. This is partially recognise’d, but jit 
is to be feared only partially — too ofteg. masters are 
regarded as tyrants, and servants treated as slaves ; the 
one wrings from the unwilling labourer the gitrcme of his 
^l#im — th<? other withholds as much as possible the master’s 
due. But -how* sad is tech a state of things 1 * Neither 
party is happy in # his position — canifot be ; — when 
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suspicion and distrust* exist on either side*, or on both, 
misery is the result* f 

How different the theory of * a benevolent master and 
faithful servant ! The 1 one anxious'to do what is necessary 
to make his servant happy — th*e servant reciprocating the 
feeling, and carefully filling yp his. measure of ’difty. And 
why is it not so ? The employer is essential to his 
servants. Wlrtre can the labourer look for means to pay 
his labour ? He must look to the man who has money. 
Equally dependant.is the employer ; for money would be 
tfhavailable, were it not for the muscle and sinew of the 
working mjm : this is his capital — ecjaally respectable and 
equally necessafy to the good of dll. The industrious, 
pains-taking working man has it ih his power to fill a 
station commanding as much sincere esteem 'from his 
contemporaries as his wealthy* employee whilst the em- 
ployer has it in his power to conciliate, kindly interest 
in his welfare, h'is dependant's good wilt. 

Why should heart-burnings cxij^t? Why,&t every change 
in public affairs, should these classes be found in fierce 
jfntagonism — too often ready to proceed to deadly injury? 
It is because this. mutual dependance is not recognised or 
thoughtfully ^egardtdr* C?ould each but see their own 
interest in peaceful solution^, of theia disagreements — less 
of commercial avarice oy the one hand, an3 less of con- 
temptuous distrust and suspicion on the other — it could be 
done ;• but it is human nature, and the only effectual 
remedy is the Gospel of the grace* of God — this is the 
grand panacea — *the precious, solvent. Let but this oil be 
poured on the troubled waters, *we should soon hear of 
peace. A kind feeling c$‘ miftual interest,, would spring up 
-wand’ all would feel their interests identified with the 

C ferity ofb each other. May the Lord hasten it in His 
e! 

We Shall hope to^ive illustrations ip our next. 

J. o. v. 
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SYMPATHY FOB* 6 ABIES. 

I have obtained the name of “ Fidget,’ 1 just because I 
cannot bear to have my» darling jumbled on the knee until 
the room shakes again ? <9r because I must place a little 
pillow at its* back in the cradle ; or because I must hare it 
handled gently*; or because I could not let it lie on its arm 
until it.was numbed. I remember, when I was very young, 
dropping in an unexpected visitor at my elder brother* s # — 
a baby had also become a sojourner the day before. 

There was for me no alternative but to share the nurseis 
bed for that night.. ^Thebabe was restless, and^ never* shall 
I forget the thumps ifc received on the back/ while the nurse, 
half asleep, sat* up in bed! — No doqbt th# child was ill. 
I begged* next night, to take it to m^own room ; and though 
it was not quieten yet it was spared the jarof back-patting, 
and the ingther*heand pot its cries.* It? died in a few days. 

Not many evenings ago I was in a sick •chamber, where 
a nurse had taken an infant eight or njne days ojd out of 
bed, to unclr^ss and dreSs it for the night. • " Do stay and 
see the babe undressed,” whispered the anxious mother. 
I did so, and should have been sorry to fjpe mine handled 
after, that fashion at six months.* i* It wants rubbing,” 
said the nurse. 9 “ Y$s, but it is very tender,” said I. “ Is 
its skin wholfe ? Skid the trembling»mother. It was not 
actually broken, but it was red, and looked as if it must 
smart, while the little creature was held over a basin ^ to 
wash, and then was dried with a ttowel almost as coarse as 
huckaback. Ob, poor infante i how often has my heart 
ached to see how little jtfiose who have the care of them 
sympathise with thejr feebleness* |nd their delicacy. 

A “ Fidget !” I deprecate the obnoxious . name, yet I 
never could; since I have been a mother, let Jiftle children 
alone, no iflatter whose they riiay be, if they pre suffering only 
these " little inconvenience,” as they^re called. Mothers, 
could you only see* what your little opks often suffer! 
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Hoy important, if yott have a nurse-ta^id, {hat she should 
be a well-trained young woman, to help you to mould the 
bodies of these little supple things, and fhen, perhaps, she 
would help you to train the? mindVlso. How careful most 
families are to have a first-rate coolc! while those dishes which ' 
are to last for ever , are committed to the care of inferior 
♦‘artistes.” Mothers! ought these things so to-be? S. S. 

'While we sympathise with the babies, do not let us 
withhold our sympathy from baby nurses ; as a specimen, 
t$ad the follpvftng ; — 

* JHE FAT BABY AND ITS FHtlK, NURSE. 

A little boy~*still littie — was trotting to and fro, bent 
on one side, and .considerably affected in his knees by the 
weight of a large bab^ which he was supposedly hushing 
to sleep. But, oh ! the inexhftustible r regions of contem- 
plation and watchfulness into which the bhby’s, eyes were 
then only Jbeginning tp compose themselves to stare over 
his unconscious shoulder. It was a ver£ Moloch of a 
baby; p« whose insatiable altar the' whole existence of this 
particular young brother was offered up a daily sacrifice. 
Its personality neay be said to have consisted in its never 
being quiet in r any 6«e*plaf?e for five consecutive minutes, 
and never going to sleep when required. t 

This baby was af well-known in the neighbourhood as 
the postman. It roved from door-step to door-step in the 
arms -of little Johnny, and lagged heavily at the rear of 
troops of juveniles, who followed the “tumblers,” or the 
“ monkey,” and'eame up all on one side, a little too late 
for any thing that was attractive, ffom Monday morning till 
Saturday night. Wherever childhood congregated to play, 
there was little Moloch, making Johnny fag and toil. 
Wherever Johnny desired to stay a little, Moloch became 
fractious, and , would not remain. Whenever Johira/" 
wanted* to go ouf, Moloch 'Was %sleep, and must be 
watched. Whenever Johnny wanttd to stay mfc home, 
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Molach was make, aad must’he taken jut. Yet, Johnny 
was easily pervaded it was a fiuJltless baby, without its 
peer in the realm of England and was quite content to 
catch meek glimpses of things in general from behind its 
-skirts, or ov.er its limp flapping bonnet, and to go stagger *~ 
. ing about with *it, like a very little porter with a very large 
parcel, which was not directed to anybody, and could 
never be delivered anywhere. C. D. # 

[This picture of Johnny and Moloch makes one laugh 
. outright ; but, alas ! who has not passed many such frail 
little nurses in the streets, and deeply sympathised with 
them ? Mother, young, busy mother ! your little, boy ot girl 
. may be deformed and«injured for life by constantly nursing 
the heavy fat baby. * Give your littl^ Johnny some rest 
and play.v-Em 1 

.-TWO IN HEAVEN*” 

• 

• “ You have two children,” said I. “ I have four,” was 

the reply*; “ two on earth — two in lieaven. ” There spoke 
the mother. # l^tiil hers* only M gone before 1 • Still 

•remembered, loved, and cherished by the hearth and at the 
’board. Their places not yet filled, evgi though their 
successors draw life from the %nme, faithful breast where 
their dying heads ^erc pillowed. “Two in heaven!” 
safely housed frorft Storm and* tempest — no sickness there 
— no drooping head — nor fading eye — nor weary feet ; by 
the green pastures, tended by the Good Shepherd, Jinger 

* the little lambs of the heavenly fold. “ Two in heaven ! ” 
Earth les£ attractive — eternity nearer-vin visible cords 
drawing the maternal sojul upwards. Still small voices 

t ever whispering “Come !”• to. # the world-weary spirit. 

“ Two in heaven"! ” Mother of angels ! walk softly ! holy- 
eyes watch.jthy footsteps ! — cherub forms ben^J to listen— 
keop thy spirit free from «a»fh-tftiiit— so shait thou go to * 
them, though they may nor return to *hee Fmny 
Fern's “ Portfolio 
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FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

• TRUTH. 

Seize upon truth where'er ’tie foun4, 

Among youj friemls, amqpg your foes*; 

On Christian or oft heatljpr^grouncl, 

The flower’s iJivine where’er it grows. * 

CLOUDY DAYS. 

The clouds Jhat intercept the heavens from us, come 
not from the heavens but from the earth. 

VERY ANGRY. 

Hannah More says — “Be certain that whenever you 

are v'ery angry, you are very much in 1 the wrong.” 

* « « 

HOME. 

There biend the ties that strengthen 
Our hearts in hours of grief; 

The silver links that lengthen* 

Joy^j visits when most brief. > 

Thtn dost thou sigh for pleasure? 

O, do not widely roam ! 

But seek that hidden ‘treasure 
At home — dear home! 

We one day saw a little school-girl’s pocket-book, and 
at the top of one of the ^ages was written “Home,” in 
large letters, find underneath a number of figures to be 
crossed off, as the t\me of being at scliool decreased. Ah ! 
we thought, here is a Jfesson for the Christian mother. 
First, she should make “ Home ” the happiest place on 
earth ; secondly, she should write “ Heaven is my home,” 
at the top of every page in. her daily pocket-book. 

NOTICES OF BOOKS. . 

The following books, received as we were 'going to press, will be 
noticed next month : — 

Mm Corner’*! Scriptural History . 

^Autobiography of a Fire Pound Note . 

Journal of Health . c 

Banner of Hope A hnanac. 
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A MOTHER’S ItESK)NSIBILITr. — No. IIL 

Mrs. *Rayless had herself been brought, up by a careless, 
thoughtless mother ; and no marvel that, when she became 
a wife, she walked in h£r foot-prints Our motto is, “They 
walk in the way of the^r® mother.” Her infants, as they 
were gi^en’ to her, one aftej another, to tlie number of 
seven, were “ dragged up” as Lamb calls it, instead of 
trained ; there was no training in her houfce, (save, indeed, 
in the ways of wickedness.) The little creatures moved 
around her, full of activity, inquiry, energy, exertion,^ 
motion, — with retentive memories, and attention easily 
roused in the new* world of their fresh existence ; but there 
was no wise gtiidiftg hand for «them, no prayer went up 
from that mother’s^ heart for them, and no lisping voice 
was taught the name of Jesus i# that home. Nature’s 
wild commoner* they ro&rned abroad, ignorant as the wild 
ass’s colt^. 

. Again and again did the Sabtyith- school teacher, he 
passed her ^oor, looldng after the, outcasts, beg her to 
allow some#of the poor little wanderers to enter bfs class; 
but the only reply he could get was, — “ Mind your cftvn 
business ; my children don’t want any #f your learning.” 
When the tract-distributor cSlleckttfleav^ one of his little 
messengers of mescy, she ^would say, “ There’s no use 
leaving your trash here — though yftu are paid for it ; for 
n*one of us can read, nor* don’t mean to learn.” When the 
.good minister called and expostulated with he» on. her 
duty to attend a place of worship* the reply was, “ I am as 
good as iny neighbour.” «No marvel •that, with such a 
mother, the poor children were as*destitute of right feelmgs 
as herself ; — they, were e&rly* accustomed to ail sorts of 
deceit and pilfering ways, and often would. she commend 
them when fragments of wood were brouglTt home from 
the’neigUbourjs hedge or pile, without asking as to where 
they had procu#d # it; afld if the father ventured^a remark 

VOX.. VII. D 
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on the subject, she would* silence him by saying, “Eat 
your morsel in peace, my good man, by a goad fire, and 
ask* no questions.” And so great was her influence over 
her husband, that if the Jfttle ones a^ced him to solve any 
difficulty for them, he woqld reply,* “ Go* and ask your 
mother.” 

At the age of fifty, Mrs, Ra/less’ became a widow, and, 
like a bullock unaccustomed to the yoke, she cried and 
murm&fled at her “lot,” as she called it. She had never 
sought God, either for herself or her family,, and now she 
jossed about « on the ocean of life like a vessel in a 
storm, almost a wreck. Now, indeed, might it be said that 
» her sorrow commenced ; a home of poverty and wretched- 
. ness, filled by disobedient and ungodly children, was almost 
more than she could bear, and often would she leave all in 
confusion and take her seat for an hpur’s gossip at a neigh- 
bour’s house. <ThereTvas.no recognition* of the hand of 
God in any of her troubles, nor would she listen to a word 
of counsel from those whd Would gladly have led her into 
a better path. . 

It .was hot long after her father’s death that Sally, her 
eldest daughter, after a few months’ reckless living, ended 
her days in a hospital. .The bpys became the dread of the 
parish, and in orfler to drown reflection and the* voice 
of conscience, which wopld now^and then be heard, the 
wretfched woman became a drunkard. Another phase of . 
her history next month. 


THE FIR^T YEAR OF- THE MARRIAGE— No. II. 

“ Yet one thirig be lackethor^tbe Mentor of-the jnind.” 

The next morning, Henry appeared with a -shaded brow, 
and .complained of headache. “ You did not deep as well 
%s usual, dear,” said bfary, in a gentle tcrne * “I don’t 
\nbvt about that,” jhe replied, rather pettishly ; and then, 
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making an § effort to talk* he asked^ “ did you finish tli< 
book .last night, Polly ?’* “ Qh, no ; I have not openee 

the book since we read together ; I will wait till you hav< 
time to join me/* " Don’t'do that, Polly — you had bette 
go on ; I may not be»hgme very early.”^ “ Bo you expec 
to be Jate again this evening, then ?** asked the young wife 
in a low voice. “Mayb^I shall; but you can enjoi 
yourself.’ Buy something you like, and I will call ai 
mother’s, as I go along this morning, and tell Rcfcey tc 
bring down her work.** 

Mrs. Judd could not reply, but Set about clearing^nwlj 
the breakfast things, turning her face from her husband 
to hide the unljfdden tears that would come ! * Uenn 
worked for half an hour, as he was wont, in his garden, 
till he heard the accustomed tap # at the -window that gave 
notice^ to him of all thiqgs being*ready for their usual read- 
ing before jdiey parted ; but, instead of hastening to join 
his wife, he . staocf leaning on his spade for a moment : 
then, going to the window, he %aid, “You hUd better go oi: 
wdthowt irie, Polly, .dB I am finishing a bit of work, and 
then I mhst be off.” This was a dreadful blow tojpooi 
Mary. She went up to her room, and poured out her full 
heart to Him who is ever^ady to.lisfen and to answer. 

Henry was working at a mansion sorfte distance off this 
day; therefoRe.. faking some cold # meafc, he left his pretty, 
neat home, calling out at the bottom of the stairs a*colcl 
“Good morniilg.” All Mary’s bright visions of domestic 
happiness seemed to depart as Jier husband closet! the door, 
and her bursting heart foynd relief in a flood of tears : 
then, again asking wisdom from heaven, she went on with 
her usual employ m &nt. 

In the afternoon, Henry’s Sister brought her work, and as 
they were chatting she remarked, “We did^hink it so ven 
<£dd aiyl queer that Henry should call t&day and tell me 
to come to te| ; for, tp tell you t|je trtith, Mary, althougl 
I have often eifjoyed an afterhoon wi^i you, \a has nevei 



44 *THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGE. 

asked me, nor any* of us, down since you ftere married, 
and our John says Henry* wants you all to himself - but we 
certainly thought him rather selfish in this, though con- 
trary to his usual ways.” V I do fcot think Henry is sel- 
fish,” rejoined Mary; “bat no dfluBt he took it for granted 
that you would all come to s^e us when you Were inclined” 
“ Well, bless you, Mary, so we do, to be sure ; but Henry 
came to-day so determined that I should not say no. By 
theVay, Mary, we hope he won’t get into any scrape up at 
, the great house ; for some of the men, who come to work 
^there from a distance, they say, are *not better than they 
shouh] be.” “ Do they, indeed ?” saifl Mary, with a look 
of alarm. “They do ; but we say, fou have no need to 
fear ; for you h£ve such influence over Henry that, although 
some of our neighbours feem alarmed’ we don’t think. Henry 
will be drawn into mischief. So r don’t frighten yourself, — 
why, dear me,’ you lohk as pale as death ! — We wop’ t talk of 
them any more. . Here, look, I have brought a little book 
in my pocket,” continued Rosey; “we were laughing, when 
The Mothers' Friend came, to see k paper leaded, ‘The 
Wife so, says I, this shall go down to Henry’s.” 

When the tea-t|iings were removed, and the hearth swept 
up, Rosey read the article ; b $it poor Mary could not keep 
back all her tears, and a few that woyhl break forth were 
observed by Rosey, nho exclaimed, if, bless the 
woman, what makes you cry ? T,o be sure, we all say that 
not a shadow of a trouble has ever passed over your face 
or JHenry’s since your wedding ; but there goes the church 
clock, telling me .U is my time to go. I wonder Henry 
is, not come: but no doubt he will be here soon. I 

“i 

will run up and put on myjhonnet, and by that time maybe 
he will come, for they say, ‘Love has wings,’ though I 
>think he sometimes flies the wrong way ! I may say and 
tjiink so; but you cannot say sO, Mary.” 
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CAEE FpR THJE’ OUTCASTS. 

The following short account with some interesting letters 
were sent to us somt time ;since Jby a friend ; we now gladly 
find a place for thenf, and trust they may act as a stinjulus 
to these- who are going out of their usual course, and making 
benevolent ‘efforts for the restoration of the wanderers. 

A young woman who had fallen was brought by reflec- 
tion to a state of mind bordering on despair. Afes ! for 
the wretch who had allured her from the paths of virtue ! 
She knew not how a lost character could # be regaine£,*1&t 
she saw in her wanderings a building on which wa^ inscribed 
“ Female Penitentiary sbe.asccrtained its purpose, and 
longed to become an inmate, but sham$~made her afraid. 
At length, one night she resolved to try' if it were possible 
to bq received, and after walking before the door several 
times^venftireclj ^ifch a trembling'hand, lo ring the bell. 
The door was ‘Opened to her, she rushed forward, and was 
met only with kind expressions and tender l^oks; she gave^ 
herself pp to the trial. 

The first letter we will give is from the parents of the 
young woman to her. The matron h*yl written to the father, 
telling him of his child’ ^*escqe,*but from motives of deli- 
cacy she did not mention that she was*n the Penitentiary. 
The fatlferTiegms thus 

i 

“ Mary, — Some kind heart has, in your name, spoken com- 
fortably to us. Shall we be so happy as to find «that # friendly 
and consolatory letter verified in you ? May we again hope 
that your welfare is desired by youiself as well as by your 
friends ? Are you, indeed, sick of folly, and do you begjn to see 
the beauty of holiness ? r £his ^ joyful news— God grant it may be 
true ! Yod request forgiveness of your .much-injured father and 
mother.; the* moment w-e find you seeking pardon of your 
jgrjpapus God, we will acknowledge you, efen as the glad father 
did kis prodigal son. Let not shame oi*distress keep you frojai 
coming to us. ,We request nothing more from ^)u than to find 



46 
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your principles changed; whatever has been amiss we will 
readily forgive* To the* worthy family whoin you are now 
with, we consider ourselves?to be under the greatest obligations, 
and desire you will give them our heartfelt thanks. May the 
blessing of Him that w already to pentsh come upon them, for 
it seems they would make t£e widow’* heart sing for joy. 

“ I am not informed whether you continue with this bene- 
volent family, but shall observAthat it' is a great blessing, and 
highly honourable, to be even but a doorkeeper where God is 
worshipped ; therefore write us ’word concerning your stopping, 
and how it came about that you were admitted into this house of 
^ peace, and let not yoijr past indiscretions discourage you, for we 
camot turn our backs upon you. 

, tC From your affectionate father and mother, 

4\ 

[Another'ietfbr next month. — E d.] 

ARE YOU BIND TO YOUR .MOTHER? 

“What a question!” some one will be ready to ex- 
claim; u qf course, every child is kind to a mother!” 

C * rf . C 

No ; it js not really so : therebare some in the ;world capa- 
ble. of being unkind, even to a mother ! This does not say 
much for the “inherent goodness of human nature,” does 
it ? So it is ; and our ( , fye&rtef have been grieved, many a 
time, by hearing sons and daughters speaking roughly to 
mothers. We have sometimes! been cali’etTto ‘comfort, or, 
at least, attempt to comfort,* bereaved daughters, who have 
been overwhelmed bv the recollection of past unkindness, 
when regrets have b< en vain. One we knew who, for years 
after her mother’s,, death, woijld walk her room, weeping, 
niglifc after night, at the,, remembrance of a little unkind- 
ness to a mother who died .almost suddenly, nor did she 
ever recover the effect of her sorrow, but fell weeping into 
an early grave*. ^ ' 

Another bereaved davghter once said to a friend . ' f Ch! 
if my dear mother covld only con e back, how differently 
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would I act towards -her. I see now sic was my best, my 
truest friend f disinterested in all her conduct to us. But 
we did not believe it then, and rfow it is too late. I wish 
'I could obliterate the past—at least, many parts of our 
home history would that, my mother could return !” 
"No, this may not b&,’* the friend replied; “but yOair 
mother is thr'too happy noWjto think of anything painful 
in the pas£. ’She left all her sorrows this side the gate of 
the dark valley, and could she speak, she would say, I 
freely forgive, for I have much forgiven.” But all was vain; 
dark visions of the past clouded all the sunshine of 
youthful days, nor has there } r et appeared any “briglTt 
light” there. . t 

But a still mo*e distressing case latel^came to our 
knowledge. We trust, not a common case, m our home 
circles* A widowed mother an$ two daughters resided 
together. One* of the daughters, who was a pious, well- 
conducted person, was a comfort ‘to h$r mother; while the 

Other was so unamiable and unkind, thafr the mother’s days 

• . * • 

were rendered miserable. At lengt^i her lasH days came, 
and she lay on a dying bed; but so painful weje the re- 
collections of the sufferings she had endured from her 
unnatural child, that she refused, to see. her ere she passed 
away from earth. And thA*he pother died. Now came 
to the (faugh {er tlye remembrance of her unkindness, and 
remorse of*coi?sdence followed, which was like a serpent 
coiled about the heart, producing after a short time decided 
madness ! . 

Daughters, allow no unkind word of yours to fall on a 
mother’s heart, lest too lat$ *you findtfiat such a special 
crime must bear a special penalty. The femembran^ of 
unkindness to parents, when tjrey are sleeping in the tomb, 
must be 

u Like wrdathed adders craw ling round the midaight conscience,” 
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MATERNAL ^SSO'CIATIONS. 

COURAGE^- EFFORT REWARD.* 

A lady, who is a tried and faithful friend of mothers, 
persuaded another lac^y to establish a Maternal Meeting in 
a very neglected locality, nea* London. One evening a 
poor woman attended, who had never thought of her ma- 
ternal responsibility, nor offee world to cotae. The paper 
read was the m$ans of leading her to ponder her ways, and, 
ultimately, bringing her to the feet of Jesus. She had now 
to take up her cross ; for those who ought to have hailed the 
" change with delight became her persecutors. But she cheer- 
fully attended to all her varied dutigs, amidst much diffi- 
culty, and pressed on ii^ the narrow road, looking forward 
to the hefivefriy rest. Her pilgrimage Was soon ended. 
One day, she was in her usual state of health— ^she was 
ever delicate — and ha(? prepared the dinner for her family, 
when she fell down* in a fit, and before thot sun had gone 
his round, she was in a world of everlasting day. Her 
affliction ^as, indeed, but for a moment; and, as she 
entered on her, eternal weight of glory, sEe cbuld bless 
God for a Maternal Meeting. Mother ! would you like to 
read the paper that first impressed her mind? You shall 
do so; for we tav^ some^otes of it kindly sent to us. 
May you read/and ponder, and resolve, and obfain a like 
blessing. 

REMARKS ON THE MANAGEMENT ’ OF CHILDREN ; FROM A 

, ‘.YORK ON EDUCATION, BY TI1E REV. T. SCOTT. 

On Hie subject of establishing authority, which Mr. 
Scott would have accomplished early, he used to observe, 
that it generally cost him a shgrp (Jontest, sometimes more 
than one ; but Jhat wh^n it was once Settled who was 
master — th parent, and not the child* — the path was 
ever aft^* ^comparatively smooth and easy. 

On correction he r was decide^ as to its propriety and 
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necessity, as the appointment of Godt at the same time 
he thought %t need by n8 means bd frequent, if it were 
properly administered. He wotfld not have it applied for 
small faults — those resulting from childish levity and 
inconsideration — but* only f things wilful, rebellious, or 
immoral.. * r A child/* 3»e observed, “ should be punished, 
not for«beiuga child, but for being a voided child.” Of 
course, lie # taught that ' chastisement was to be applied 
coolly and deliberately, to fulfil a di\ty painful to the 
parents' feelings, not for their gratification. • •* 

It was a rule with him, that from the time children 
became capable of making their wants knGwn in any 
way, they were t,o obtain nothing by crying for it, or by 
any other misconduct. He mqch lamented’ to see parents 
so often inverting the proper course to be^uTSued, leaving 
their children almost without restraint when young, and 
then attempting to impose too severe restrictions upon 
them when growfa up. Each error was highly pernicious ; 
. the combinafcion*of the two, of most rqjnous consequences. 

A lady, who was for a consiSerable time Riding in his 
house, * and who hoS very successfully brought up her 
family by rules principally derived from him, mentions in 
a letter two cii-cum stances in his management. One was, 
his “ never resenting miSepuduct.in any way when the 
contest was over. He was very soon kind again to the 
offender. • Tfre other, was his pi jn of, allowing his autho- 
rity to pass away imperceptibly as his children grew up. 
In this he excelled even his management in childhood, and 
observing many unhappy cases arising from a contrary 
course has convinced me pf its great importance. He 
would have been a wise father, even if he had not been a 
religious one; just # vie^s were too obvious in his wise 
mind. I take the opportunity of speajdng of him in every 
circle where a young mother is present/’ * m 

same friend gives the following rhles as laid down 
by him. * ft Fix authority very ja rlyf The only way ofc 
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dealing wiih chilf^n is to convince them that if they dis- 
obey, they are s;:r.e to bs punished. Neve? let an offence 
pa iS unnoticed, under t fee fatal idea that they will know 
better when they are older.” 

A young man who lived' in hi% house many years re- 
marked — “One thing that st^uctk me was Mr. Scott’s 
behaviour towards young people. He never. teased and 
worried them about little flings. The contrary conduct 
gives to many parents the appearance of always finding 
faulty their children are uncomfortable in their presence, 
^and confidence is destroyed. When I had been .at Aston 
^two months, I* had more confidence in Mr. Scott than 
nftny sons can ever feel towards their own father, lie 
steadSy showed his disapprobation of jt.liings, in proportion 
to their cop* variety to God’s law, and not to the effects 
which happened to follow from them. For example — .1 
child is doing what is fdrbidden, as throwing stones; little 
notice perhaps is tafeen till lie breaks a window, and then 
he is punished for the mischief he hay dpne, and not for 
his disobedience. This Mr. Scott condemned, hut he 

himself noler seemed to be hetravcd.iuto such conduct.” 

* 6 t 
The toother whose mind was first led to ponder her 

maternal duties by hearing these remarks read, said she 
had endeavoured to follow thQ.-advicc given, and found the 
plan very excellent ; that her children were more 'tractable 
than by using the method she* before adopted* which was, 
to " he very angry, and get into a passion with her chil- 
dren, not considering what their faults had been.” She 
was .spared many months to try her new and better train- 
ing, and we trust her children will remember the wav she 
_ *- 

desired to lead theto in her last .days. To those of us who 
conduct these inlerestingmeetinp, this instance of useful- 
ness should prove a stimulus to press on warden our labours 
for the welfare of mothers and children. 
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ALWAYS TOO LATE. 

It was a* lovely morning, eifrly in the month of Sep- 
tember, in tlm old days of coach-travelling, that I left 
Cheltenham by the well-known ctjach called the “Berkeley 
Hunt,” on my returned town. * I was seated on the box 
with die. coachman, and, by way of opening up conver- 
sation, begah to descant upfon the beauties of the surround- 
ing scftery. He soon proved to be .an intelligent and 
communicative companion. We were slowly winding .up 
that long, and trying hill on the Cirencester road, about 
three miles from the town, which lay scattered in the vfdfy 
below, in all its sylvan beauty. The pretty village of Charl- 
ton Ring was on o*u* left hand - n the more celebrated source 
of the Thaincfe, with its seven springs, on our right. This 
is a general resort of tourists, as few come into the neigh- 
bourhood withpMt going* to sec the beginning of that far- 
famed river. * A£*}ve were thus jogging along, a sort of 
indistinct sou»d.%eemed to be heard, which yet led to no 
observation ; but as it increased,! turned ro\ul to see if 
there v^is any cause for it, and behold, .half wayilown the 
hill, was a carriage, commonly called a fly ; the driver -was 
holding up his whip and shouting at the top of his voice 
for us to stop, at the same^lme urging his poor jaded steed 
to its utmost efforts. “There you are ! somebody behind, I 
reckon? * stucTfny companion, “ bu$ they must just come a 
little farther, for I shall not sfop till I get to the top of the 
hill, and then the rest will he acceptable to # my own 
horses." 

When they came up, the head of a gtout lady was thrust 
out of the window of the fly ; her face was more thgn a 
little flashed with anxiety, whilst she exclaimed, with a full 
strong voice, Here I am ; I am always top late !” What 
a confession, thought I, “ Always too lat*,” What an 
notoriety, and, in this case, what vexation it 
involved ; wh*at inconvenience ; wha4 expense ; what cruelty. 
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But, I fear, the layy in question is only one of rather a 
numerous class; how far the present system of railway 
travelling may tend to improve them is doubtful, but it is 
very fair to imagine that they sometimes have to wait for 
the next train, seeing the old plan 0 of overtaking is quite 
out of the question. No experience seems to .suffice for 
these people ; and, alas ! the^e is too much reason to fear 
the principle extends to higher and far more unportant 
matters. Some are halting and hesitating about the things 
which make for their everlasting peace. Sermons have 
^wakened them ; afflictions alarmed them ; they have 
s&emnly resolved, but still are undecided ; trembling upon 
the herders pf the grave, heaven or lie !. 1 at stake, how awful 
would it be jf such persons were takeiT away suddenly, and 
at the last moment fipd they were “ too late.” 

M. B. 

A HINT .FOR YOUNG MOTHERS. 

<• 

To the Editor of u The Mathers' friend. 'I 

Dkah Madam, — I passed through much sorrow of mind one 
day, fearing my little hoy, of about six years of age, had told 
me an untruth. Oh the previous evening I promised that he 
and his little sister should' have a piece of cake the next day : 
accordingly I placed apiece for each within jhyr reach. The 
little boy was the first \o think of it, and" vent to got it; he 
found only one piece, and took half.of it, taking the other half 
to his sister. I was present, and immediately said, u I am 
afraid my little hoy is naughty, and has eaten part of his sister's 
cake as well as his own.” Uc replied, “ No, mamma, I have 
not ; there was but one piece.” I told him how grieved I was 
he should tell a lie ; he again said, there was only one 

piece.” « 

My first impulse was to punish him severely, but I said sor- 
rowfully, u ( S *o *alone, love, and ask God to forgive you, and 
help you to tell the truth.” On returning to my rooni,* He 1 sill J, 
with tears in his eyes/- * Mamma, If eel just the same — there 
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nd,- 

was but one piece.” t still .feared lie vtjb naughty. The little 
fellow went to kneel down to prdy,V)nce or twice during the day, 
and seemed Very unhappy. I resolved not to punish him until 
1 had asked ai^ individual, who was absent, if he had taken it, 
not knowing it was pitf there’ for the children. I did so, and, 
to my great joy, he had Jaken it.^ # Oh, if I had punished my 
dear little boy, how sad it would have made me. Mothers? we 
have need of. caution, -patient*, gentleness, and great wisdom, 
lest we^psnish our dear little ones wrongfully. 

M. L. E. 


OLD WOMEN. 

It is the fashio^i to speak- very lightly of “ okl jv'onicn,” 
even the Apostle talks of “ oH wives’ fables ; ” — but I feel 
sure the old ladie§ who annoyed St. Pauf must have been 
very ^different to the respectable dames upon whom I 
stumbjc whether I gu. I will rela^.anecdotes of two or 
threc, and you §4^11 judge if I have not •reason to think 
“ old women.” .ft very nice portion of <#ir race. 

First I must take you to a little dark ro^m up a dirty 
yard, the *fire-grate "has been lessened bv brinks, and an 
old screen half conceals a bed at the farther end of the 
room — the few chairs are broken and worn, the crazy 
drawers look as if they donp. duty lor centuries ; but 
the hearth^ is always cleanly swept, !he table wears a 
polish^ the^Sflftcfpan, which usually contains a few potatoes* 

• relished only by salt, is as bPight as scouring can make it, 
and with a stick by her side sits the aged inhabitant of 
this poor alms-room. She rises as I approach, totters 
over her brick floor as I. descend Jhe steps to bid me 
welcome. Responding to her. warm and kinfliy greeting, 

I sit down, and tSkingy up the worn # Bible, which is 
always beside her, read some sweet record of Him who 
had not .where to lay His head — sometimes*interrupted by 
tJHV’xlaraatious of the hearer, as some promise of more 
than ordinary beautyjjalls on her <iar. * She was more than * 
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eighty- two before ^ie bad kerned* to read, but, nothing 
daunted, she procured in "bid liorn-book, anti would, with 
the assistance of some \ietter-educated neighbour, spell 
out the words. One sentence fairly conquered was a 
treasure reserved for upy next visft, and her aged eyes 
would glow as in youth, when sfteYelt herself able to spell 
out a few texts of Scripture. « 

Ilcr conversation was much of other days, jand always 
with thankful reference to the guiding and preserving 
po\ver of Him in whom was all her delight. She had 

C m to woman’s estate ore she experienced the work of 
Deration, and she would advert with many tears to the 
unhappiness she endured while without God in the world ; 
every little pre sent she received wa^ shown me — every 
mention of her neighbours w as to tell? me of some deed of 
disinterested kindness — -J knew she received far other treat- 
ment from many— ^but of that, from heiHwn lips, I never 
heard. In her trub? might he discer^ttl thftse npirks of a 
disciple — those fruits by # which they are known — gentle- 
ness, forbearance, lqpg-suffering, and loving her neigh- 
bour as'herself. -Wearv oftentimes *of the sorrows of life, 
I sievcr stole away to spend half an hour in the old alms- 
room, without fueling . refreshed and instructed, and 
reproved tool by the pxtjent. ‘endurance of what seemed to 
me sore privations ; for not only patient, but j^joicing, was 
the old woman. ‘ ' Felice. 


SERVANTS AND MASTERS. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF NO. I. 

V Well, I am glad it hi Friday nigjjt,” said Tom Spriggs, 
€t I shall find master at h<jme, ‘that’s a comfort, to pay my 
money — last week’s pay is gone — and then feally may go to 
shop and provide for another week.” 

“Tom Sharpset tries it on, and says he’ll mak^a^oy 
what I don’t owe him ; he thfrlss, because 1 ani a poor 
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man, he can tread me ‘down ; but master says he’ll stand 
by me, and if Master Sharpset ajilt careful he’ll find him- 
self in the wrong box, — for, though I am weak, master’s 
strong ; and then to be sur^, as master says, poor men 
ought to pay up all th^r score before they go on again, or 
how can the shopkeepers five — hdnesty is the best policy.*” 
<c MaiA,” said Thomas Smi^li to his pale and tired wife, 
“ that pooi; little girl is very poorly, go up to mistress 
and ask her if she can help you to a little*something nice ; 
she could cat that, but our poor bread and pork is too*l?ard 
for her.” 

• • * 

“ You can’t go to work to-day, George,” said Mrs. Pi m 

to'her husband, V frhat rheumatic pain will be made. worse 
with the wind and Ain. I am *sure master will take it 
into account; at all events, wait till yoon.” 

“ Ti* precious hard times, Su%an,” said John Ralph, 
“ and oirr club riffiney ought to be paidj hut I can’t spare 
three sinkings*; I^SWsk master to let me have it, and stop 
hack sixpence a* week.” . J. O. Y. 


FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.— No. Ill: 

Before tha birth of Isaac, we again find the Patriarch 

• • .** v t, . . 

and his family driven by famine hito another country. 
Sdrah’s beauty, even at her advanced age, again becomes a 
.cause of alarm and sin to Abraham ; — once more is # she 
guilty of exhibiting her charms, and again becomes the 
object of a monarch’s choice.* There ds nothing in this 
*pnrt of Abimelech’s cgoduct contrary to Eastern* custon*s ; 
the will of the king can Jime command the hand of 

any of his unmarried female subjects. *We. feel his beha- 
viour on - the whole was that of an upright^ nTan, and one 
rti’hrd by the # fear of God. 

It is believed by ^somy critics that* the money *given by 
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TWO WAYS OF DOING A THING. 


the king to Abraham , was tf> purchase a veil for his wife, 
as a rebuke for her neglect of that generally-worn appen- 
dage. Never let fashion or vanity lead us to adopjt an 
immodest or unmatronly style of dress/ We think there 
ought to be a marked difference between the costume of 
H the maiden and that of the wife ; and we cannot see with 
any degree of pleasure the mother of a large family dressed* 
just like her young and blooming girls. 

# At length Isaac is born ; the hearts of the aged couple 
laugh for joy. We can imagine Sarah’s rapture, as she 
hung over her long-sought blessing, and the thoughts 
"'which must have crowded into her mind as she pondered 
his high destiny. About two years 4 of peace passed away, 
and then,^<- a time of ‘family rejoicing, the tranquillity of 
the mother was clouded by the scoffs of the Egyptian’s 
son. Ishmael doubtless felt that his hope of 'being the 
heir was lost for ever. Though overruled by God for Uis 
own purposes, we are shocked at'Yhe cruelty which ex- 
pelled H^gar add her. boy, and left them to wander in the 
wilderness. 

Ofthe subsequent life of Sarah we have itf) record. We 
gather from Isaac's grief at her loss that she was a beloved 
mother. It is v *a singular f£ct that she is the only female 
whose age at her death "is recorded in Scripture. Sarah 
died at Kinjath-arba, and by the pkms^re of Abraham 
was laid to rest in the cafe of Machpelah. 'f’here the once 
beauteous body has long since become dust, to be restored 
when the promised seed of the woman shall come again 
in glory, and slie shall behold the seed of Abraham after 
the flesh, and tlic Son of ‘the Most High God. 

L. S. T. 


TWO WAYS OF DOING A THING. 

We were passin^along one of our streets* the other even- 
ing, watching a group of children jifr.play, when our ears 
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were assailed by the sharp, angry Voice of a woman calling 
out, “ Here, you John Smith ! come into the house this 
moment.” One of the boys just turned his head, and 
then went on with his play. * , 

“ Do you hear what 1 * say, John Smith ? March in quick, 
or you’ll* catch it, I tell you !” We heard, as we passed, a 
jerk and a ^lap, and the door was violently slammed. 

We went on our way, doubting whether this was tic 
best way of managing children. 

As we were thinking on the matter, we turned the 
corner, and came upon another group of latfs* in front 
house, the door of ’5 which was at that moment evened. 
“ Willie !” said a mild and pleasant voice. " Did you call, 
mother?” asked one of the boys, ^coming onto the side 
walk. #“Yes, my son; it is getting late. Have you not 
played enough t jklay ?” * “ I sluwild like. to stay out a little 
longer, if yoi l plei^s.” Tiie mother* patted the child on 
the head, and Smilingly said, “1 should aot mind if it were 
not past your bed-time. Have you, forgotten) Willie, the 
lines you repeated to me this morning ?— *- 

* Early to beu, and early to rise, 

Makes one healthy, wealthy, and wise/ ” 

% | # ^ 

“ Yes, mother, I remember therfi. Good night, Tommy. 
Gooditight^iJar^.” And, taking his mother’s hand, lie 
went cheerfully into the house# 

This set us again thinking. What would be the effect 
on these two boys of their mother’s treatment?* Would 
not the one spoken to with gentleness, and treated with 
kindness, grow up land, amiable, and* obedient ; and the 
other, accustomed through words and harsh treatment, 
become obsti»ate,‘ill-temperecf,*and disobedient? Mothers, 
remember, you. can lead better with the gentle hand, than 
drive witfi the rod. 
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LIFE IS SWEET. 

e 

“ On, life is sweet l" said a merry child ; 

“ And I love, I lov„e to roam 

In the meadows < green, ’neath the sky serene ; 
Oh, the world is a fairy home ! 

There are trees hung thick with blossoms fair, 

. And flow'rets gay and bright ; 

There's the moon’s clear ray, and the sun-lit day 
Oh, the world is a world of light !” 

“Oh, life is sweet!’' said an earnest youth. 

As he conned the storied page. 

And he pondered on the days bygone, 

And the fame of a former age ; 

There was hope in his bright and beaming eye, 
And he longed for riper years'; 

He clung to life-a— he dared its strife — 

He fel^ nor dre^yl nor fears. 

“ Oh, life is sweet ! ” came merrily 
From tf!e lips of a fair young bride ; 

Arid a happy .smile she gave + he while 
**' To the dear one by lfer side. 

“ Oh, life is sweet ! for we will live 
Our constancy fo prove ; 

Thy sorrow’s mine, my trials thine, — 

Our solace in our love.” 

•i 

“ Ob, life’ is sweet !” said a mother fond. 

As she gazed on lier helpless child, 

,And she closer pressed to her gladdened heart 
The babe, who unconscious smiled: 

“ My life shall be for, thee, my child, 

All guiltless as thou art ; 

And who would dare my soul Lo tear 
From the tie that forms a part?” 

4< Oltf, life is sweet !” said an aged sire, 

Whose eye was sunk and dim ; 

His form ’foas bent — hi9 strength was spent — 
Could life be sweet to him 
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Oh yes ; for round the old man’s chai^ 

His children’s children clung ^ ' 

And each dear face and warm embrace 
Made life seem ever young. 

Thus life is sweet, frqpi early youth 
To weak enfeebled age j 
Love twines with life, through care and strife, 
In every* varied stage. 

Though perchance the path is rough, 

And dark the sky above ; 

In every state there’s something yet 
To live for and to love. , 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS, 

1 . Wlnjn we commence the day, we may be quite sure 

our wishes, will be crossed before the end of it. Let us 
prepare for it. A * 

2. Everybody in the house has an evil nature as well as 
ourselves, and therefore we should not expect too much. 

3. Try tti learn the different temper of each one pf the 
J’amily, and suit yourself to it. 

4. When inclined to give an angry answer, lift up your 
heart to Heaven. 

5. Observe when any are suffering, and ‘speak a word 
of kindness*ancf 'sympathy, 

(b Watch for little oppprtunides of pleasing, and put 
little annoyances out of the way. 

7. Take a cheerful view of everything, and encourage 
hope. 

8. Be gentle with the little ones,, and treat them with 
kindness and respect, remembering you were young once, 
and that there is 'an eye observing all things. 

ALWAYS HAVE TWO BOOKS ON HANj). *' 

A book always within reach may be taken up at any odd 
moment. One book,sho£ud be in reading of a character to 
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NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

suit the mind wK^i thoughtful and bright ; the other, to 
suit it when tired or vexed. 

a TEXT. 

Try always to g&t a short text on the mind in the 
morning ; it will hedp you to meet troubles, and to get over 
them, through the day. 

THOUGHTS. 

Store the mind with good and valuable thoughts; they 
takfc up no room. You may labour or travel with them 
without any inconvenience. 

TWO THINGS. 

There are two things which ougljt to exert a great in- 
fluence upon us — the first is, a thought of duty ; and the 
second, the thought df usefulness. . 


NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

Mm Come/ a Scripture/ History, London ; Dean. 

A Terr comprehensive and useful book for parents arpl teachers. 

Journal of Health. London : Simpkin and Co. 

A cheap serial of useful hipfcs to families. 

* Autobiography of a Fim -Pound ft ote. By Mrs. Wep.ii. London 
Clarke. •- 

An instructive book for our sons* from home. 

Band of Hope Almanack. London: Partridge and Co. 

A delightful sheet of information for young and old. 

Sabbath' 4 Lessons for a Fear. By Rev. S. Mabtin. London 
Ward and Co. 

A treasure for Sabbath-school teachers, helping them to think an< 
to teach. 

The Lamp of Lore. Edited by Rev. C. H. Bateman. London 
Houlston. ' » 

The. naipe of the editor will guarantee a warm reception for thi, 
^eflitf^il book of tales by alt our young friends. 

Axi/Tf^ Book for Children of all Ages. London Ward antFOo. 
A ve^ry attractive and interesting book*. to young eyes and hearts. 
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COMMON MERCIES. 

“Then praise God for Sabbaths — for books and dreams — and 
pains ! ” 

“Common mercies^ ’J what .are they? Health, fgod, 
raiment; the light of the glorious sun and the stillness of 
the night ; household blessings, with love and friendship 
sweeteniilg every hour of life; the green spots of this 
beautiful world, looking as though the eurse had* passed 
very lightly over them ; flowers and music, and the flute- 
like voices of the dear little children! Oil ! should w^ot 
he thankful for these ? Rut is it not true, that the blessings 
of Providence a*r<£ so richly, tjiickly, and freely scattered 
around us, in every winding and turning of life, that we 

count them as things of course, and almost claim them as 

® * 

a rigfit ? Ilow^oftcn dp vve see a young wife and mother 
tripping along life’s pathway gaily and joyously, the bright 
sun shilling ovc* her head, and the jgreen velvet sward 
’beneath her feet ; the birds sifig'in" in the nigh heavens, 
and th* lambs of tli£ fold pnd the lambs of the Jiousehold 
gamboling at her feet. Suddenly the scene is changed : she 
draws near a dark and tangled wood ; she looks back, but 
there is no returning ; thfl^e js a myrow path through the 
gloomy* glade, covered with thorns and prickly plants, but 
she Qi/'cr i[,*for it is* the appointed way to a city be- 
yond. Thin and delicate slippers served her before to tread 
the soft path; but now she needs shoes of iron and brass, 
aye, and promise too that they shall last, it may be, 'some 
forty years, to travel in the v^ilderness. 

The voices of the household prattlers no ltmger cheer 
her way. They are^singjng,^ indeed, loud aud long, but 
their song is in another langua^b, and in a celestial country ; 
the guide of her youth now lias joined them,,and she must 
travel oh alone. Ah! she ponders now over all those 
common mercies of which she thought so little, pr received 
as common tiling**:^ jjtfy are now remembered as blessings 

VOL. V.II. E 
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fOMMON MERCIES- 


rare and rich, and she marvels' 0 that she valued them so 
little while in her possession ; — and is it not even so with 
the every-day blessings of life? We receive them as 
matters of course, and forget the Giver, and the possibility 
of His withdrawing them 6 . , « 

“Oh, mother, mother !” said little Jane Rowe, t “I am 
so glad Mrs. Teachwell let me lead home poor tiny blind 
Susan, so that shc^did not fall into the gutter again. Oh, 
mother- how sad it is to be blind ! ” “ Yes, my child, it 

must be ; to have this beautiful world shut out from our 
vieo. and to see the beloved countenances of our dear ones 
no more.’’ “Yes, mother, don’t you mind bow poor Mr. 
Teabort put his bands on Jiis little Em^y, and said, ‘ 6b, 
that I could see your pretty face ! ’ How he* must wish to 
see all his little children, like father can see us.” “Yes, 
he must, indeed, poor man, and a very little thing it was, 
my child, that deprived hixn of the blessing of sight ; only 
a little cold after taking medicine. And I knew a gentleman 
who was brushing his eo&t, and happened to knock one of 
the buttons up into the eye, and lx?. could never nee with 
it again. I knew a little boy, who by accident pierced his 
eye with a fork, and he became blind. So, you sec, wc are 
always in danger of losing oujr common mercies.” 

Mothers ! who amongst us ever thanked our Heavenly 
Father as w r e ought for j?very-day blessings— for. b(4ng able 
to gaze on the glorious sunshine, the enchanting scenery 
of this still-beautiful world, the hills and dales, the blue 
sky and the cheering green meadows, the overflowing sea 
with itsj crested waves, the ten thousand tinted flowers 
blooming on the rich brown earth for our gratification, the 
blessings of sleep which He giyes liis beloved when He 
has drawn the curtains of 4 darkness around* us, and the 
light of the i?ew morning when the household awakens to 
assemble around the domestic altar, and none are <gimd 
sleeping tl\e sleep bf dgatli ! 1 f 

Mothers ! do ypu store your littlV children’s minds with 
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texts of Scripture and h/mns ? The day may come when 
they may he blind! And diet you ever think of this? 
Perhaps you never thought such a filing possible, that you 
or they could ever lose the blessing of sight ; yet it may be, 
and the writer of this kittle pnpiir, knowing from experience 
that there is a possibility of losing this common though 
great mercy, would say, <c Whatsoever thy hand findeth 
to do, do it with thy might;” et \v 0 rl 5 while it is day,” 
for the night of darkness, or of death, may be idose at 
hand. Forget not every day to thank your Heavenly 
Father for common mercies. * •* 


THE LITTJjE tiUND BoV’S THOUGHTS ABOUT 
DYING. , 

“ Mother ! the sun feels very warnr, oh, lend me to those bowers ; 
I Ions; to sit and* think aifad the perfume of the flowers, 

Where I wasnvoiu to play ; oh, how 1 loved tile glorious lis;ht l 
The tears will tilMIie eyes sometimes to tlquk Fve only night. 

“ Mother ! I never used to think how pice it was to see 
The lovely world anti 'all uroaud, till blindness came, on me ; 
Oh, could 1 see you, just once more, my heart would leap for 
joy, 

To look again upon your fuse — hut Pm if poor blind boy ! 

“Mother! when you are leading"me, I Tccl quite bald and 
• sfcronir. 

Even wlien we pass the market-place amidst the busy throng; 
Put 1 think, what can your blind boy do when you are called 
away ? • 

Oh ! I must, pray to go with you — on earth I could not stay. 

“Mother! I think sometimes* when m\*duy comes tf> die, 

That I must see the way, through * 4 the valley * to the sky*— 

I mean the way that father wvnj, when he bi^JL us “Good-bye!* 
Oh ! I feel I Inust have eyes to see the journey to the sky. 

“ And .when my spirit flies away, upon the waVfcs of air, 

-What shall 1 do unless I See?— for you will not be there. 

It must be very far to go up to that fetter land ; # , 

What can a little^ttliiyrlDoy do, without his^ mother’s hand?” 
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THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGE, 


The mother dried her 'streaming <?yes, and clasped her blind 
boy’s hand, 

“Jesus,” she said, “ will be thy guide to the holy, happy land ; 
And He will lead ray blind boy to the realms ofendless day — 
Cast all your care on Him, my son, and wipe your tears away.” 
February, 1854. 


THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGE.— No. III. 

“ Be kind to the friends of thine husband, for the love they have to 
him.” — “Have not a friend more intimate, O husband! than 

, thy wife.” * 

Sorrowful days, weeks and month passed over poor 
Mary’s home — Henry ever returning lat*>, flushed and half 
angry ; evidently an altered man, yet every riow and then 
presenting his wife with money, saying, “ Use that as you 
like, Polly ; I don’t wish to be selfish.” The uncomplain- 
ing wife did everything in her power to make her husband’s 
home comfortable, .ever hoping (o win him back to his 
early habits and kind ways, pleadiug with God for herself 
and for liyn ; but lie went on, recklessly giving up Ml that 
once made him peaceful and happy. 

One evening Henry returned earlier than usual, bringing 
with him a young man, of doubtful appearance and rough 
manners, though he had evidently been accustomed t'o good 
society, and had read n good deal. “I have brought a 
gentleman to sup with you, Mary ; a friend of mine, so, of 
course, of yours,” said Henry, as he laid his hand on the 
shoulder of Mr. Gaylove. “My husband’s friends must 
be mine,” said the astonished Mary, keeping down her 
beating heart as best she, could. “ Really, Mrs. Judd,” 
said the stranger, “ I have heard so much of you and your 
kind ways from a certain person that I shail not name, 
that I have b*‘cn wishing to see you for some time, and 
if you had a sister like yourself, I should almost have fallen 
in love without having a meeting!” “You might have 
made a sad mistake, Sir,” rejoined Mt ryj "plucking up her 
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courage, “but there is no danger, for I was early an 
orphan, and knew not the comforts of a happy home of my 
own till I married! ” The last words all but choked poor 
Mary, but she flrent into the pantry tb prepare supper. “ I 
have not anything particularly nise to place before you,” 
said the gentle woman, as she laid the white cloth, “orfly 
a little cold pork.” ‘‘All! but some of your nice pickle, 
Mary,” said her husband, “and. I’ll answer for it,” he 
continued, “a bit of pie always saved for’rne ! ” 

Much chat passed over the frugal supper, and many 
compliments paid to Mary’s housekeeping. After supper, 
Henry said, turning towards his wife, “ What’ do you thftlk, 
Marv, we have done up yonder? ” — “ I do not know.” — 
“ Well, I will tell you ; we thought, as so many are going 
to the gold diggings, that those who are left behind should 
be better paid for their work than they, are ; so, when we 
were in* the very 4 middle of the most particular tilings at 
the great, house, vvlicn they could not do without us, we all 
struck for more money, and we, are tofd to-night, as the 
work is^ doye, we may all be off tc? the diggings, if we 
like ! Bui I have no notion of going among tents and 
pistols ; what say you, old girl ? ” — “ Dear me,” exclaimed 
poor Mary, turning dreadfully pale, “ai« you really turned 
off, Ileury 1 ” — “ Why, ves, f suppose we are, and no mis- 
take ;wnjd tire worst of tlm matter is, that our purse is too 
empty to carry us over the \yater? I’m afraid.” — “Mrs. 
Judd,” said the visitor,- “I fear this sudden information 
about business has alarmed you ; it has made you look as 
bloodless as an angel!” Pale, indeed, poor Mary was, 
and very ill she felt ; so ill, that she was obliged^to retire to 
her room, leaving lies company and her supper-table teethe 
care of her irysguaded husban'i 

A FATAL IlOCE, 

“ I must -do as others do,” is a dangerous rock, on 
which many hav^be^lost. 
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ALFRED ; OR, THE BLESSING OF EARLY 
PARENTAL INSTRUCTION! 

Although much Kas been written in commendation of 
early instruction, and r the blessing attendant upon a 
mother's pious efforts, it may be truthfully said, <f the 
half has not been told.” The following anecdote, founded 
upon fact, will afford an additional testimony 

The, mother of a child, whom I shall call Alfred, was 
exceedingly desirous that he might be brought up in the 
fqar of God. She devoted some part of every Lord’s day 
in teaching him the principles of religion. It was her 
practieb, when he first began to speak,' to hear him repeat 
some prayers for morning and evening, enjoining him at 
the same time to offer them up to God’! From her lips he 
learned to repeat nearly 'all Dr. Watts’s “Divine Songs for 
Children.” lie grew up, he continued the practice, and 
by this means the habit of prayer was acquired 'and con- 
firmed. In process of time, his mind was impressed with 
the importance of Di\ino things. lie sought, at an early 
period, an interest in the salvation obtained by our Lord 
Jesus Christ. The ministry of the Gospel was greatly, 
although very gradually, opened to his understanding and 
blessed to his soul. I have heard him say that be never 
recollected the time when he (l did not delight in sacred 
things, and always attributed this, under God, to the early 
instructions lie received from his mother. It was seed sown 
in good ground, which, under the influence of God’s Holy 
Spirit, germinated, flourished, and produced the fruits of 
righteousness. His life and conduct proved the reality of 
grace in his heart. Sometimes he dtubted whether lie was 
a child of God, from the circumstance that, he could not 
fix on any time, or refer to any place, when and where he 
was born again but this was removed by a discourse de- 
livered by a late excellent minister from the words, “ I am 
the Lord’s.” 
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The thoughts of Alfred were fixed on the Christian 
ministry, and he laboured in th£ blessed work of preaching 
the Gospel of salvation for more than half a century, 
‘^Telling to all around 

What n <1cftr£avionr.hV had found.” . 

Always, ready for his work, and always engaging in it with 
pleasure. II is dear parent lived to see him thus engaged, 
and heard from his lips the tidings of salvation, the offers 
of mercy to sinners, and the promise of pardon to TiH who 
come to Jesus. 

Fathers, mothers, listen ! Train up your child rcn#tfor 

Christ and heaven. Begin early to tell them of th # eir ruin 

by the full, and of* the remedy provided in the atonement 

and righteousness of Chrhi. Follow your instructions 
*■ ■ * • * 

with your example. Be in earnest for their salvation. Tell 
them that God, invites •them ; that lie. says, “they who 
seek rne early shall find me; ” that iTi TIim*they will have 
a guide # to direct* them in the way, a counsellor to advise 
them in difficulties, a friend that will never forsake them, 
a father* tiuft will provide •for them, a. covert, to protect 
them, a pfiysieian to heal their maladies, a benefactor that 
will enrich them with the blessings of Ilis grace on earth, 
and crown them with Uis glojy in the heaven of heavens. 

It. C. 


MATERNAL ASSOCIATIONS. 

REPORT FROM CARll’s LANE, HIRMINGIIAM.* 

Hailing with delight this fourth anniversary, the past, 
the present, and the future call forth "gralitudo, humility, 

and trust. The confederation o? the basis for work *aid 

• • 

our esteemed pastor, at the Commencement of the year, 
of which we would not lose sight, — first, t\w inspired 
prayer, “Lord, what wilt thou have us to flo? ” secondly, 
the maternal motto, “And these words «whicli I command 
thee this day shall* bg^in thine heart, and thou shalt teach 
e 2 
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them diligently unto thy child re’s, and shalt talk of them 
when thou fittest in thin6 house, and when thou walkest 
by the way, and when thou liest down, and when thou 
risest up,” — reminds us of unfaithfulness, weakness and 
deficiency, though at thfc same ti,me w t c are conscious that 
we have been uplifted and stimulated thereby % 

The various subjects on which we ‘have held conference 
this year, have served to instruct, profit and edify all whose 
happiness it has been to attend. We cannot resist this 
opportunity of urging upon others to unite in these useful 
meetings. We would say, “Come with us, and do good, 
and get good.”' Our hearts hound in sacred gratitude as 
we move onwards under the sunlight of our Heavenly 
Father’s smile, we would now testify our. gratitude for 
the past by implicit trifst for the future ; and so go forward 
with new energy of soul 1 and loyalty of heart, looking to 
God, under the happy assurance that omnipotent strength 
will be granted to aid us through all qjur future course. 
Though for the most part' we have been brought through 
“ green pastures,” anil led hcsirlc “*stili waters,”. we have 
not passed on without clouds and darkness. 

Disease and death have cast their shadows, and bid us 
“ weep with those who weep.” Though several have been 
bereaved, w r e record with profound gratitude that only one 
of our number has been removed during the pastyxflr, and 
for that one we “sorrow not as those that are without 
hope,” resting confident that she has been called by Infinite 
Love to 'exchange the work and associations in which she 
delighted upon earth for the noble and more blissful ones 
in heaven. 

“ Qrievcd we view the vacant place, 

Miss *he kindly beaming face j 
Listen for the voice in vain, 

Ntfer to aid us here again.” 

We number eighty-five in this Association, but the attend- 
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ancc at our »mon tidy meetings \s not so numerous as we 
could desire.. We work on in hope. 

JULSALL HEATII ASSOCIATION. 

Gratefully we acknowledge the. encouragement afforded 
in the review of the pnsf year, —the number of members, 
the regularity of attendance, and the unabated interest, 
combine tg enliven our hopes that a silent influence is at 
work, contributing to benefit many domestic circles^ In 
addition to a small library of books lent for the instruction 
of mothers, a fund has been formed fgr the sick, by a sub- 
scription of one penny a fortnight from each mcin&er, 
which we find, by. being regularly maintained, though small 
in itself, will cuabli us to administer to the comfort of the 
afflicted amongst us in times of need. Number of mem- 
bers iu this Association, 70; and 217 various Mothers’ 
Magazines are taken in iftouthly. 

Five other Associations are named in this neighbourhood, 
numbering ,‘KKkmembers ; and tvvo mothers arc mentioned 
as having departed from earth, rejoicing in hope of eternal 
life. 


A MOTHER’S RESPONSIBILITY.— No. 1Y. 

At this stage in Mrs. Hay loss's* history, a Christian 
frieiuWound access "to this abode of misery. There sat the 
unhappy, prayerlcss mother, wijli no comfort as it regarded 
this life, aud no hope for the future. She had cared not 
for her own soul, nor for the souls of her children ;• she 
had never thought of the dread account which would be 
read against her when the books wer<? opened.; she had 
forgotten alike and altogether thfc claims of her God, her 
soul, her family ; • she ha?l lfwed without God, without 
Christ, without fear, without hope ; and now disease and 
death are come, and she* lias no refuge. ^She had never 
felt a mother’s responsibility, never performed a mother’s 
duty. She was a wicked, prayerless mother* Her children 
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treated her with contempt, and* left her in her affliction 
to the mercy of strangers. 1 

There she lay in a wretched room alone. The Christian 
friend tried to lead her to the blowing Saviour, hut she 
replied by asking for the*iptoxicaiir% draught. A married 
daughter, who lived near, was asked to watch % by her 
mother’s bed, hut all she could be- constrained to do w f as to 
look upon her for a moment ; there was no lore in that 
child's heart for the dying mother. But she was only now 
reaping as she had sown ; she had walked in the broad 
remind during a long life, niul had led her children with her, 
and now, too late, she found it was the wrong road. She 
sank into a drunkard’s grjve without 4 tear falling over it, 
save that of the Christian friend who had -tried in vain to 
lead her to the cross. * 

The mother is dead, but the cpntagiop of her character 
is alive. Her form is»beneath the earth, hut her voice is still 
heard, and the immorality and sin she. exhibits! in her 
life is seen in all the eiVclc formed around her while on 
earth ; every godless son amj daughter she* ha* left will 
appeal to the doings of their deceased mother for indul- 
gence in sin ; and one after another, if Divine grace prevent 
not, will be driven away to joif* her in the dark regions of 
endless woe, lieaping curses on that guilty mother’s head. 
Thus will our siijs ns well as # our virtues surr’*** Tfs, and 
live again in our children, *nd in generations yet unborn,. 

Other illustrations yet to come. 

A SCRIPTURE* F11AG7\IENT ; OR, A SIGHT OF 
■ * BOTH V/OKLyS. 

It was amidst the awlsfl sublimities of. Sinai’s mount 
there dwelt in the wilderness an eminently holy man of God. 
For forty years; he bad been familiar with its grandeur, 
he had trodden, its sandy deserts, climbed its granite 
rocks} and t een sad afrid joyful by liun^^ A good work was 
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given him fc> do, but he liad h%lp such as no mortal man 

ever before# enjoyed. In di&eulties he could at once 

repair to the mercy-seat ; and in tlijit awful place, a voice 

would be heard iron* between the cherubim, giving forth 

almighty and unerring 1 wisdom. , * 

Eighty years had passed over him, yet was he vigorous — 

nor was his natural force abated ; one long-cherished hope 

was unfulfilled — the Jordan flowed between him and the 

promised land. The thousands of Israel’s sort^. were 

encamped in the wilderness, the times of the vengeance of 

the Most High had nearly passed Way; the carcase of 

the doomed generation had been left behind, and now he 
. . • 
pleads, “O Lord (Jod, thou hast begun to show thy servant 

thy greatness, *aud thy might v hand ; for what God is there, 

in heaven or on earth, that can do according to thy works, 

and according fo.thy might? I pray thee, let me go over, 

and see the good land that is beyond Jordtm, that goodly 

mountain and Lebanon. Hut the Lord was wroth with me for 

your sokes, and would not hefir me. And the Lord said 

unto may Lrt it suffice thee,; speak to ipe no more of this 

inat.fr"*. Cefc thee up into the top of Pisgah, and lift up 

thine eves westward, and northward, and southward, and 

eastward, and behold it w?th # thine eyes ; for thou shalt not 

go over this Jordan.” The good man ceases, he pleads 

no Wgo^but cjider fully acquiesces, anil yields up his will 

fo the Divine will, whilst his s*>ul is filled with the thought 

that God has had mercy on him. 

ITe now gives his last blessing to the people over tvhom 
he had watched with such anxious solicitude, casts his 
eyes for the last time upon the goodly tents of. Jacob, and 
lingers upon the tavern rude and the cloud, the special 
tokens of th? Divine present, and tjien bends his steps 
towards the mount ; no fear — no alarm — but with perfect 
self-possession and composure, he goes lii£ way. May we 
not suppose that something like this w«ould have been the 
dismission of man f;om th? earth, if sin had not entered 
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our world? lie stands iJ>on Hie top and gasts liis eyes 
around upon the goodly land and Lebanon, which was 
typical of heaven — he gazes upon the loveliest spectacle 
that earth could afford — lie secs Jericho with its green 
plains, Lebanon lifting tip its syofr-clad summit to the 
skies, Ilermon glistening with the dew that, covered it, 
and Jordan winding through the. rich landscape, and the 
sea of Galilee ; his eyes were strengthened to behold the 
sighf/mid doubtless he felt it to he a special favour from 
heaven. And whilst his soul was filled with delight and 
rapturous joy, a suddfcu dimness comes over his eyes, the 
vision gently fades away, when lo, another, and a bl ighter 
far, dawns upon him — the; spirit has Jeft the body, and 
finds itself surrounded by attending angels, the shouts of 
myriads welcome him* to the skies, and he recognises the 
voice to which lie had often listened with holy awe, Saying, 
“ Come in, than blessed of th.c Lord.” 

Thus w'c think that God is often with His believing 
people still ; whilst their bodies are on beds of suffering, 
surrounded by weeping friend^ thek* spirits arc permitted 
to enter within the veil, and see and hear tilings unutter- 
able. Oh! who would not he a Christian ? Who would 
not cherish such a hope? Wko would he an infidel? or 
who would he an unbeliever? M. B. 


THE LITTLE WOUSTED HAT LAID ASIDE. 

[ “Take it away, Mary,” said the young mother, “I 
cannot bear to see it now.* 1 And the faithful nurse laid 
the now useless hat carefully away.*- Ah, young, stricken 
mother, sitting Ydone in yrur silent nursery, you' cannot 
hear to sec it now — and many, many days must pass before 
you will be able to look calmly on the cunningly-looking 
little worsted hat* whose jaunty air and pretty plume-like 
trimmings have so often made yoji smile. There will 
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no play over your fea'turesjnow, when it reaches your 
eye — dear lijtle memento of the past !■— too distinctly and 
too touchingly does it speak of the clicrub form and bird- 
like voice, that have # passed away from your dwelling for 
ever. You cannot Ix&Mo look* upon it, for at the sight 
your yearning; to behold the little one who wore it grows 
more painful, and you. miss that angel-presence with a 
keener agony. Bitter are the thoughts that now crowd 
chokingly upon your heart. ' 

Upon the stainless brow, above which that hnt once 
lightly rested, the grave-dust -is ‘gathering — gathering 
slowly, day by day, and amid the brightness of those 
golden curls it lic^ heavily ; dampness is in the cheek and 
lips that were, late so rosy, and the sealed eye of the little 
one has lost its glorious beauty. *Ah! you are ready to 
say, soTnetimes, “The grave sliouIS not demand such things 
as these !” — and to wish that some art vgmc discovered 
by which, when ^hc spirit departs, the fair casket it leaves 
could be changed at once into marble or alabaster, and so 
be kept gis sacred thing in its accustomed dwelling ; but 
this may mot be, and we must lay our treasures down 
amid the dust. 

Oh, that amidst these*eartlily sorrows wc may all, at 
all times, be able to turn our thoughts away from the dark 
grave* ancj^follow tfie rejoicing spirit as it ascends to its 
native heaven ; and as wc lay the young and the lovely and 
beloved away, to rest in the chambers of the grave, to say, 

“ Weep not for tin? early dead, 

Sleeping in their ljprrow bed ; 

They are happier far than we, 

Howsoever blest we be. 

• •, 

‘Hlappy are they wiio die in youth, 

Ere the fountain-springs of truth 
Have been sullied by the rains, • 

Leaving dark aud deadly stains.” 
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SUNDAY IOCCUPATTONS. " 

To the Editor of u The Mothers 9 Friend.” 

My dea.ii Madam,*—'* * 0 I have often thought that 

other children might derive pleasure %nd profit from a game 
which for many years was a* favourite feabbatli- evening occupa- 
tion in my mother’s family, besides happily occupying a portion 
of our mornings in preparing for it. We were six boys and 
girls, varying in age from seven to fifteen years,* and I can 
testify from my 'own experience, that from the memorable 
evening on which our much-loved pastor initiated us into this 
game, the children, especially the younger ones, were led to 
study ilu ir Bibles more attentively than they had clone before, 
and to take much more interest in sacred history. If you 
should think it likely to be useful, I send you an account of 
the way in which it is played. Many mothers find ft great 
difficulty in getting through the winter Sabbath evening. I 
would gladly tell them h'nv they may make a portion of it, at 
least, short and pleasant to their little ones. It is almost need- 
less to say, tilt* mother mu*t enter into it with spirit and life 
herself, or her children will not take an interest in il. c She must 
play fairly herself, and make them do so ; and she must not 
continue it long enough to allow tlmm to gro^v weary of it, 
but rather reserve b for a treat when they have, been good, 
said their Sabbath ta^ks wc.ll, or been atte ntive at their place 
of worship, kc, Half an lpMir is enough for mo?t children. 

i 

SORirTTTRE < III Alt ACTE Its. 

One child thinks of any Bible character lie pictures ; the rest 
endeavour by their questions to draw from him such informa- 
tion, as to the period at which the object of his thoughts lived, 
the circumstances in which lie was placed, his character, con- 
duet, kc.,, kc as may enable them to discover his name. Who- 
ever can do thi* first, is entitled to think of the next character. 
Twenty qn'vlions are allowed, and no 'more, blit it often happens 
the' diameter is discovered before halt* that number have been 
asked. The players*a&k alUiinatdy ; generally in the order in 
v hie h they sit, conceding to thelitsie ones the privilege of asking 
the commencing questions, which ore always nearly the same, 
and require no inventive genius. Should any child be at a Joss 
what to ask, his turn posses to the next, and so on. Each may 
have three guesses j if no one can find odt, they yield, and the 
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same child nf&y think agafn, if fhe can prove that he has 
answered correctly and fairly . Leading answers ought never 
to ho given, as they destroy the interest of^ the game, and leave 
no scope for th£ exercise of the reflective powers. For the 
same reason, except with very young children, characters 
familiar to all, such as Nodh, Josejih, and Adam, had better be 
avoided, ,as they are found out almost at once. 

Thus, for example, suppose the family seated round the fire, 
some dark, wet, Sabbath evening. The mother asks, “ Well, 
children, how shall we employ ourselves till candles are lighted, 
for wc shan’t be able to go out this wet evening ?” Several 
voices exclaim, “Oh, do, mamma, let 4js have a few rounds 
of Scripture characters.’’ One or two will probably add, I 
have been looking in jny Bible this morning and I Imv® found 
some nice ones, that e*cn you wou’tP find out very easily.” Con- 
sent being given; and a child selected to begin, he says, t£ 1 have 
thought of a character.” 

[Wc must resorye the various questions for next w month, 
or our paper will be too long. — Ed.] 1 

PAGE FOB YOUNG FRIENDS. 

> lib GENTLE- — RE MOVING EE -KIND. 

Every look you give, every word you speak, will live in 
some heart as a blighting shade o£ cheering spirit. Every 
act of yours, though it be smaller ^than the dewdrop that 
trembles on the flower, will cast its light or its shadow 
over your ’hi* art — will mingl<*in the dreams of joy that bless 
yc.ii by night, or be the grim spectre of vour waking hours. 

You look bitterlv at a friend — years mav not, blot it 
out — tears of love may not efface the impression. That 
sensitive heart is still vibrating under ^our harsh touch ; 
and the sad memory of the wrong you vourselF have po 
power to. bear. You Wke* in* the night tp weep as you 
listen, not to* the joyous song, but to the echo of a 
mournful strain t and* it may never die ajyay ! It tells 
you that you have stolen away gladness from a happy 
heart, and may never again meet the blessed glances of 
faith and trust. You still pour into that heart strfng and 
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holy affection; but it is f returned to you sparingly and 
with fear. What a^doom ! Oh! be gentle-rbe loving — 
be kind. 

It may be, that with thoughts of yoiy childhood there come 
sad memories. A brother struck yop i\i boyish beat. A gentle 
spirit whispered in your ear: “Little sister, be kind; put your 
arms around his neck, and love him — he wants you to!” 
The tears are in his eyes, and he says that if you’ll show 
him where he hurt you, he’ll kiss it and make it well. 
You resisted that loving spirit, and your brother stole 
aw^y from you and* cried. Your mother told you to go 
and find him, for the dew was falling. You took your 
sun-bonnet, and went out, with a heavy 'little heart. You 
found him asleep on the grass, and a tear was on his face. 
You wanted to wipe it away with a kiss, and tell him you 
were sorry. You didn’t do it; for there came ah angty 
thought — he 4 was a& ugly boy ; and he slia’n’t kiss me, 
and I won’t kiss }iim. You awoke him, » and he Went into 
the house with a grieved' little face. The next morning 
your mother told you that he was’ sick — that he had lain 
down on the grass and fallen asleep, and she thought him 
very ill indeed — you had better not disturb him until he 
was better. , t 

When you saw him again, you told him you were sorry ; 
but he didn’t understand you*. He tossed hi^iitlife head 
on the pillow ; and, with eyes that could never know you 
more, looked at you wildly, and asked you to show where 
he hurt you, and he would kiss it aud make it well. Oh ! 
in that hour, how your little heart was bursting ! He 
kissed yo‘u ; but he did not make it well. Your mother 
gently led you away ; and, uncQmforted and alone, you went 
to your little bed* — you went without your brother’s kiss or 
sweet caress; and there were thorns in your* pillow that night. 

Another night, and you sat by that brother’s coffin ; 
the &ding sunlight t . shone on it, but it didn’t shine 
into y^ur heart. No : there w&s ho light there ! and 
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SERVANTS AND NITERS. 

your tears fell fast on that little face you would not 
kiss. The ciffin was nailed up — it was lowered into 
the ground — the dirt was thrown ovtfr it, and the grass 
grew over it — and you \at on the grass and wept. You 
have grown to be a womanS-the sorrows of your childhood 
are nearly all forgotten ; but, amid the gaiety and joyous- 
ness of life, .you wake in the night to see a spirit, and you 
mark its coming by day. It is a reproachful spirit, ai\d it 
says to you, “ Show me where it hurt you, and I’ll kiss it 
and make it well ! ” 

Oh ! be gentle ! — be loving ! — be kind ! 

SERVANTS AND MASTERS. 

• • 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF NO. I. .CONTINUED. 

fC Now, Sam,” said the busy Farmer Thrifty, <f the 
field on the hill must be planted with potatoes, at two feet 
‘apart in the drill, arid three feet in^ the rows. Remember, 
Sam, the crop will be entirely dependent on the attention 
you pay td rny*instruction ; if* you are careful to plant as 
I order, the sets will not be rooted up by vermin, and 
■ each set will, with kindly weather, produce its crop. 

“ The dairy depends on your cl^se attention, George, 
to the regularity with t which the cows are milked, and the 
gathering due of all dripping^ from "the feats, whilst the 
cow’s health depends on cleanliness and good feeding. 

“ You know, Thomas, these valuable horses are in yojir 
care, and beyond my eye. If you neglect them, I shall, 
indeed, discover it by their depr«ssed appearance ; but the 
mischief will be done. . ? 

“ 15e careful, Dick, tliat the ogprn from the barn-floor 
does not fly out’at the doors, or run through crannies in 
the floor, or much ‘will be lost. 

“ Now, remember, my men, keep your time — each hour 
of the day is mine — if you expect youi«full wages.” ° 

- J. 0*V. 
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:rs and daughters. 


MY FATHER’S AT THE HELM. 

A WESSON OF CONFIDENCE IN GOD. 

♦ 

’Twas when £ t}ie sea, yit?ii hideous roar, 

A little bark assailed, 

And potent fear, with awful power, ' 

O’er each on board prevailed — 

Save one ! the captain’s darling* child, 

Who fearless viewed the storm ; 

And playful, with composure smiled 
At danger’s threatening form. 

“ Why sporting 1 thus?” a seaman cried, 

“ When sorrows ovcrwhelpi V 9 
ec Why yield to grief ?” the boy replied, 
u My I a^ueh’s at the Helm.” 


WORKING MOTHERS AND DAUGHTERS. 

« v 

To the Editor of “ The Mothers' Friend” 

My dead Madam, — It wiU, I am sure, afford you pleasure 
to know that, rather more than a year since? wo formed a 
Maternal Association, when nineteen mothers enrolled their 
names as members. A short t ; rne since, we held our annual 
meeting, when the mothers, with their husbands, met. our 
pastor and several of the friends who interest themselves in 
our Association, and partook of a social meal. -Aftef tea, we 
read our iirst Report; ambmiuch hope is felt that 0:11* meetings 
will be blessed to many of our friends. We have now ii tty 
members; t he usual fortnightly attendance is encouraging ; 
and several have been induced to attend the public ordinances 
of G^d’s house. Our young friends distribute about fifty num- 
bers of your valuable magazine, and both fathers and mothers 
bail its arrival each month w-hh dflight. One poor woman 
writes thus in reference to # it: — ‘‘Soon alter Divine light broke 
in upon my soul, and I was brought to feel what a sinner I 
was, I was thirsting after wisdom, when Miss R. presented to 
my notice The Mothers' Friend , which I received, and derived 
much instruction aifil comfort from it; it was like ‘rain upon 
the tender herb Sincerely do I hope) my dear Madam, that 
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you will often have your beSrt gli^ened by hearing of the 
good effects resulting from your work of faith and labour of 
love. A Mother. 

THE TWO HOMES. 

‘‘Father is coming ! ” — and little round faces grow longj ' 
and. merry voices are hushed, and toys arc hustled into the 
closet, and mamma glances nervously At the door, and. Jbaby 
is bribed with a lump of sugar to keep the peace, and 
father’s business-like face relaxes not *a muscle, and the 
little group huddle like timid sheep in a corlc'r, and tea is 
despatched as silently as if speaking were prohibited Jjfy the 
statute-book, anti the children creep like little culprits to 
bed, marvelling that baby dare Crow so soon, now that 
father hats come f 

“Father is coining ! ” — and bright eyes sparjde with joy, 
and tiny lbet dance with glee, and eager faces press against 
the window-pane, and a bevy of rosy lips* claim kisses at 
the door, 411 d picture-books lie unrebulvfcd on the table, and 
tops, and balk, and kites are discussed, and little Susy lays 
her soft check against the paternal whiskers with a fearless 
abandon, and Charley gets « love-pat foi his medal, and 
mamma's face grows radiant, anti the evening paper is read 
(not siWtlyJmt aloud), and tea and toast and time vanish 
with equal celerity, for jubilee hgs arrived, and father has 
come ! — Fanny Fern. 

THE HOUSEHOLD OF SYMPATHY. 

“Happy, thrice happy the families in whose, narrow 
circles no heart can grieVe pr rejoice alone — no glance, 
no smile can b<* uhrefcurncd — ar?d whose friends say to 
each other daily, with * actions rather than words — f Thy 
joy, thy happiness arc mine too.’ Beautiful is the 
peaceful, the quiet home, which protgctingly enclose^ the 
weary victim of eartJf; which collects around the friendly 
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FRAGMENTS ‘ FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

blazing hearth, the o|d f man^eaning on a staff, the strong 
middle-aged man, the loving wife and happy children, 
who dance and hport around in their blessed earthly 
heaven, and who finish a happy day with grateful prayers 
upon their smiling lipg.” — Fredeiika Bremer, 

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS, 

NOW. 

“ Now,” is the little word constantly heard ticking from 
the clock of time. “Now,” is the watchword of the wise 
— “ Now,” is on the banner of the prudent — “ Now,” is 
the only time \§b have. Let us not put off for to-morrow 
what we can do now ; saying, “ then will I do it.” 
“ Then ” may never Jbe-r-How’ is our working time. 

AN ACROSTIC, 

'COMPOSED C3Y A EOT OF TWELVE TEARS OF AGE, TO HIS 
SISTKll AT SCHOOL. 

J oin thyself unto the Lord, 

A rid fleu the sinner’s way ; 

N of dare God’s holy law to break, 

E ’en to thy latest day. 

T he Lord will watejr and guide ; 

H is hand will help thee through ; 

O ? er this waste howling wilderness, 

It iglit through tines vale of wee. 

N ow pray that God may give you grace, 

S o faithfully to seek his face. — J. S. T. 

MOTE Ell’s WORK. 

A mother labours not in vain. She may drop into the 
grave, but she has lqft behind her influences that will 
work for her. The how is broken; but the aTrow is sped, 
and will do its office. " 

THE .LITTLE SUNDAY-SCHOOL GIRL'S ARROW. 

“ Mother, my teacher says everybody ought to pray — 
is this true, mother ? You never pray— do you, mother?” 
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THE tried mother. 

" Show melt child undutiful, I shall kn nowhere to look for a 
foolish father.” 

i * 

(t I will tell father, that I will * he said I should always 
tell him when you scolded me. Ah ! he’ll pet me up wh*en 
he comes home*” This speech was made by a pert littta 
girl of some seven years of age. Her mother, who was a 
gentle and amiable woman, had be£n well trained # in her 
own early youth, but the want of co-operation on her 
husband’s part, id regulating the high spirit of little Mary, 
cost her many a bitter pang. "Do notjfcay that to me 
again, Mary,” slfe^replied, “ or I shall send you to your 
room for the rest of the day, and your food will be bread 
and water.” The firm, tone of the mother^ voice, and the 
sorrowful look that glanced upefo her, caused the child 
to feel that her mother was in earnest, and^with a quick 
step she^*etreated # from her presence. 

* "How naughty Mary is, mother 1” said Frederick, who 
had beeij a silent spectator of the seine, laying Bis lesson- 
book on tbw> table, while he gazed sorrowfully on his loving 
mother’s face. " I wonder why it is that father always 
takes Mary’s part, when gho is ntftaghty .• Ah ! I saw a tear 
in your eye, mother, at breakfast time, and I knew it was all 
about* that little peft Mary.” “ Little children, my son,” 
replied the mother, "are eithfir a *great trial, or a great 
comfort to their parents; Do you know your lesson, ray 
.son ? I should like to hear ^ou repeat it before* you go 
to school. I like you to be properly prepared with your 
studies ; it is a .great trial to a good master, when his 
pupils bring him imperfect lemons.” Frederick vflrat 
through* his lessons with his mfilher, and then, " with shin- 
ing morning face,” and satchel of books over his shoulder, 
he trudged off cheerfully to school. 

In the evening of the day, when Mrs. JSarcourt and her 
five elder ones were* assembled arouifd the tea-table* wait- 

VOL. VII, p 
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W*4T IS glory? 

ing for the father of the^mily, she asked Jobfty her eldest 
son, if his lessons were ready for the niomfw. “ Part of 
them, mother,” theory replied ; “ father say& Mr. Lexicon 
is too severe, and gives us too loi^g lessons, and that I 
only need learn part of* mine.” • << But, my son,” replied 
the mother, (t you are quite capable of learning and under- 
standing the lessons set for you, and it is very important 
for you to acquire all the knowledge that you can now, in 
your 'early youth ; if your father is spared, and has his 
health, he can only afford to send you a very few years 
longer to school ; our income is very small, and all these 
little ones must Hvc some education as^well as my elder 
children.” “Well, mother,” said John, tossing back his 
head, “ father says I need not learn so much, and I want 
a game of those spellicans.” The ’end of the controversy 
next month. 


W0AT IS GLORY? 

Is it glory to cause the widow’s tears 
To roll o’er her fading face? 

Is it glory to watch the orphans’ grief. 

And the cause of their sorrow trace ! 

Such glory is caust-d by the battle-plain, 

Where the husband and father lie with the sluin. 

• Is it glory to break a mother’s heart. 

And from her home to tear 

The only one who worked for her, 

In this weary world of care? 

Then carry her son to toe battle-plain, 

And bury him them mid the thousands slain. 

Is it glory to drive ^he soul in haste 
To a world of black despair. 

Midst , + he fearful din of cruel war, 

Without one single prayer ? 

Then trample the youth amidst the slain, 

Afid rejoice in death on the battle-plain. 
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Is ji# not glory to fallow Ma, 

V^ho said that brotherly love 
Must reign in the breast of thoa£ who wish 
To dwell with Him above i 
The “ Prince of*Peace” willjsmile on those 
Who the sword andsthe batlrte-field oppose. 

THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGE. — No. IV. 

u Now this is the sum of the matter — if y£ will he happy in gtarriage 
confide, love, and be patient : be faithful, firm, and holy.’* 

The next morning found Mary vely ill, and utterly un- 
conscious of all that was passing aroui^ fier ; both mind 
and body had receded a shock, % and, for more than a week, 
she lay at the- very gate of the grave, not once recognising 
her husband the whole time. Herfry sat ty her side with 
a pain*ed conscience, weqping mos! of the day, but. allowing 
none to do any office for his wife that he could perform. 

ivasf her constant and untiring nurse da^ aud bv 
night. The faithful monitor within was at work, and this, 
with present anxiety £nd weariness consequent on sickness, 
caused huh to look very ill, and his mother remarked, 
“ Henry will soon be as ill as Mary ; and if she dies I am 
sure we shall bury both ot thpm ! ” % 

“What do you think of my wife, Sir?” asked Henry, 
as tUe medical naan entered the lityle parlour to give his 
prders to the female attend Aits. “ She is very ill, Mr. 

Judd,” the doctor replied, “ ancl she must be kept per- 
‘ fectly quiet, or I cannot aiaswer for the consequences.” 
“Ah, Sir, I am to blame,” ^rejoined Henry, as his eyes 
filled, “ Mary has been one of the best wives ift the world, 
but I did not kno^f, or, ,at Jeast, think # of the value of 
what I had «to los6 in her ; lut now,. Sir, I would beg 
for her, if I could but get her back to me again, with her 
nice mind right mwake onee more, and her kind, unselfish 
heart loving me as it used to do. # Ok*J my brail* seems 
reeling.” “ This \s too often the case, JVTr. JudjJ, in this 
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worid of sin and mista|e>5 we often find ouf the value of 
our blessings just os they are taking wing* for ever. I 
trust your good wifeVay yet recover ; you roust leave her 
in His hands who will do all things # Well. On her account 
you need have no fears, &r, as fi»r as I can learn, she is 
roeetened for life or for death, — if God blesses the means 
we use, she will yet be restored to you.” 

Dr. Hope arose to,, depart, but Henry ventured to ask 
him to c sit yet one minute. “I have a great favour to'ask you. 
Sir/* said he, with a trembling voice ; “ you are very inti- 
mate with my, old master, and I should feel for ever 
grateful to you i**you could put in a word for me up there. 
I foolishly and madly threw myself out of his. employ, 
through the advice and example of those who have well- 
nigh ruined me; hut if my master would hut take me 
back again, when my poor dear Mary gets better, I should 
he able to meet the returning light of her eyes with a 
better heart, — it is as heavy as lead now. 5 * “ I shall be 
happy to*do what I can for you, Mr. Judd, and will make 
a point of seeing Mr. Ray to-morrow.” “ Thank you, Sir, 
thank you. Now I shall sit by my pooravife with a more 
hopeful mind” - 

After some time, it- seemed that the healing word had 
been spoken by the Great Physician, fmd Mary returned 
to the scenes of life oi*ce more. “ You are very weak, my 
Mary,” said Henry, as he sat by her bed-side holding her 
hand, M but I hope you will soon regain your strength ; and 
I have some good news ttf'tell you, which I think will 
hasten-your recovery.” “ Have you?” replied the young wife, 
lopking round the room dike one awakening from a strange 
dream, “ but I want to tell^you something,” she whispered. 
Henry bowed his head to listen. “This 'deep affliction 
will bC for our good, dear, in life or in death.” Henry 
moved to wipe the hot tears which were falling from his 
|yes on Mary’s face* “ Stop, dear Henry,” she again 
%hispe^d, “in my work-box you will 'find all the money 
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jpou gave anti for myself/ You. jieed it, my husband, at 
this time o£ sickness,— take it out, dear/’ The strong 
man wept lika a babe, and at lengfcn he replied, “lam 
promised work again, yny Mary, at my old master’s ; the 
doctor has spoken for me, and row that I see the dreadful 
danger J have but just escaped, and have learned the value 
of the treasure I had all but lost, I trust we shall yet* be 
as* happy, on the anniversary of our marriage, as we were 
on the day I called you my wife ! Mary, you tiavif served 
God while I have neglected Him, and while I have done 
many things to make you hate me, you have been the 
loving Christian # wife through all ; yo*u Save triujnphed, 
Mary, and when get better, I hope to work for you, 
and make you happy as long as I live. I dq see that religion 
is a very beautiful thing in a wifej.” 

„ Yes, Henry, • we say, and in a husband too ! the 
“ triumph” of kindness, love and piety is* a “triumph” 
indeed !• 

d?AGE FOR*OUH BOYS AT. SCHOOL. 

THE GLORIOUS REVENGE. 

“ I will never forgive him, that I won't 1 ” exelaimed 
Basil Lee, bursting into the # roorr^ where his eldest sister 
was quietly seated at work; “ I ‘will never, forgive him.” 

, “ Never forgive* who, Basil? M^ dear boy, how angry 
and excited you look. Who has offended you ? ” “ Why, 

Charles West, Alice,” replied Basil, as he put his books 
away in their place. “AncUvhat has Charles 'Vflesff done 
to offend you ? Come and |it by me — there now, tell me 
all about it.” 

* # • ^ 

“ Well,” said Ba^l, “ Jlr.^Rayraond, who is a friend of 

Mr. Mathews, and is staying with him, came into the 
school-room to*day ;• he is a very nice, kind gentleman, and 
so he offered a? half-dollar to the boy tvho should first 
do the sum he set us. Five boys Jjesidb me, took up their • 
slates ; he set us* 511 the same sum, and then we gll went to 
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work* Charles West crime and' sat next to me, and I saw 
hitn copy down every figure as last as I did# it. When I 
had only one figure ^ do, Mr. Mathews le/t the room ; I 
looked to see who went out, and «whea I turned to my 
slate again, every figure* was rub£>ecL out. I know he did 
it, because he coloured so. In a minute he.had r finished 
his sum and carried it up; it was first done and correct, 
so he had the half-dollar. I was so angry. * The bell 
rang to go home, and I ran off directly; but I am deter- 
mined to have a glorious revenge on him. Was it not 
provoking, Alice ? ” “ Yes, very, dear ; and what is your 

revenue to be*K” # “Oh! I know. I will tell you. He 
just deserves it. Mr. Mathews has said that he will turn 
away any boy out of the school who uses the c Key to the 
Grammar Exercises.’ Weil, I saw Charles using one yester- 
day, and I will tell of him, I am determined. 5 ’ u Listen to 
me a moment, Basil. Charles is only at school for one 
more year — at the end of that time, a gentleman has pro- 
mised, if he behaves well, to place him in a situation, where 
in a few years be will be able to support his widowed 
mother. Do you think the gentleman will give him his 
situation, if he is turned in disgrace from his school ? And 
what would be the disappointment of his aged mother, to 
think that her son, who she hoped would support and 
comfort her lattejr da vs, lad disgraced himself! Surely, 
he would bring down her ^grey hairs with sorrow to th£ 
grave.” 

[Another chat with Basils come.] 

SUNDAY OCCUPATIONS. 

SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS. 

• ( Continued' from p. 7b J 

After the character has been selected ]by one of the children, 
then may follow such questions as, these : — Is the individual 
male or female? — Male. 2. In what dispensation did he live? 
— In the Mosaic, VI. Did be lire In the time of the kings or 
judges?— In the time of ihe kings. 4. Fur what was he das- 
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tinguished? — For steadily cleaning to I he Lord, with very few 
oufvvard advantages. 5. Was he ricll or poor? — He was in 
an exalted station. 6. May be he was a Ling ?— * No, he was 
not; but that is ^oo leading a question Jo be safe to' answer 
generally ; but, as you iye the youngest, I will tell you this 
once. 7. Was be married^ — No. 8.«Did he live in the reign 
a of a very wicked king? — fes, lie did. 9- Were there apj 
prophets ifi the land in his time? — Yes. Oh ! I know! cry « 
several, who have with difficulty refrained themselves so. long — 
Obadiab, who was faithful in the court of Ah^b. No, it is not 
Obadiah ; you have lost your guesses ; you should have fiSked 
some more questions first. 10. Had be a good mother, wko 
taught lfim to fear God in his childhood*, and through whose 
early instructions he was preserved faithful amidst surrounding 
wickedness? asks the mother. — No, mamma., fndeed he hud not. 
n 11. Is his mother mentioned at all bfcyond her mere name ? Is 
there any tiling saitl about her?— Not much, certainly ; but quite 
enough to tell us that she was very far incleod from training up 
her son in the waysjof the Lord. 12. Well, then, how did he 
learn about God, if he lived in the reign of# very wicked king, 
and had vejy few outward advantages? Was his father, or any 
'other near relation * holy ? — -You lyive askwl two questions 
together ; if I answer both, 1 shall coupt them as two : or, 
which woufd you wiffi mo to ailswer? Was .his father or any 
other relation* holy? — No; all his kindred were wicked. 

. 13. Did he do much good to his country ? — The Bible does not tell 
us;* he had but little in his flbxver ; lfe let tlfe light of bis good 
example shine at a time when there* Tvas great wickedness 
throughout the land, and was much loved by his fellow-country- 
men. 14. Did he life to bo old* — No. #15. Had he had any 
children ?— No ; he had not, TliisTs a lost question, says some 
one; you were told before he was not married. Don’t ask 
questions without thinking, or \v& shan’t be able to fiftd wit. 

16. Was be slain in battle ? — No. 17. What kind of death did 
he die? — A natural one. 18. WRs his death foretold b*y any 
prophet?— It was. 19. Etui he live before or after the separa- 
tion of Isi;ael from Judah? — AftiyGt. . 20. To.what kingdom 

* The Jews have a tradition that the young pHnce persuaded hjs 
father to withdraw thfe guartls which he had posted along the principal 
highways leading to Jerusalem, to prevent the people from going up 
to worship it the solemn feast ; hut I did not embwdy it in the aame . 
as it.ift apt in the Bible. 
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did he belong?— To Israel* I thought so; A&ijah, the son of 
Jeroboam, who alone <f all his family came to the* grave, be- 
cause in him somft^ood thing was found towards the Lord; 
his death was foretold by Ahijah, the prophet, when his mother 
disguised herself and went to ask yhether he should recover; 
# and all Israel mourned'for him^and buried him. That was a 
very nice one to think of. I guessed whom you meant, some* 
•little time ago, but did not like to speak till I was sure. 

The above is a fair specimen of the way in which it is played. 
I chose this chasactes as having heard it lately taken, and gave 
such* questions as I remembered from those which 'were then 
asked. I have been careful to avoid making them at all better 
than intelligent children would do, as, unless they felt them- 
selves capable of asking ns good questions as those in the 
exafhple, they might be discouraged from attempting it. 

Yours very respectfully, 

Mary. 


A MOTHER'S RESPONSIBILITY. — No. V. 

You will say, perhaps, tf Mrs. Raykss was fin immora? 
mother !” True ; € but*liow fares the child of that mother 
who is merely moral, and nothing more V* "Well, we will 
see, in the history of one whose parents werS*strictly moral 
but not truly pious. 

The parents of Qharlcs % thought a few good works and 
the form of godliness was all that was required of them. 
They paid some rqgard to* the externals of religion, but 
knew nothing of its vitaMnfluence. Their son received no 
religious instruction ; he grew up in utter ignorance of the 
subject. Spoiled by indulgence, and prepared to becotne 
the prey of any or all o£ those various seductions which 
beset thfe pathway of youth, his conscience knew no check 
from early recollections. lie Hurrietlon recklessly; he ruined 
all the hopes of. his friends, lost his' fortune, became a prey 
to disease, and early death stared him .in the face. But 
what were his prospects ? Did early admonitions come over 
his ^troubled thoughts? No. Did he believe a sainted 
mothjkf s hapgy spirit would welconfo him to the joys of 
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heaven ? N& In this hoflr of delation/ no early recol- 
lection of a pious mother visited this wanderer as an angel’s 
voice; no prayers Were registered in Heaven for hinifno 
pious friends, wlio migjit have been waiting and praying to 
see him rejoice in dea?h, soothed now his last days ; no 
angel rejoiced. and shouted through the expanse of heaven, 
that this* prodigal had returned ; no father’s arms were open* 
to receive him to the heavenly mansions. Remorse and des- 
peration darkened his last sad hours T he'died without one 
friend to soothe his parting pangs, or administer a cordial 
to mitigate his woe. Oh ! if you would not have your soa 
live such a life and die such a death, begin nearly to train 
him in the ways of yirtue and piety, with the Bible id your 
hand and the judgment-day in your recollection. 

A brighter picture yet to come. - 


SON, REMEMBER! 

f< And jwhat shall I remember, mother ? ” “ Remember, 
my son, att»thc way in the which the Lord thy God hath 
brought tliec! Remember how I first taught you to bend 
your, knees upon my lap* and lfft yoift* little hands to 
heaven, whilst your infant voice Ks*ped the prayer— ‘O 
Lord, bless a simj>lc*child, for the sake of Jesus Christ ! ’ 
Remember bow I led you by # the Tiand to the house of 
prayer, and seated you by* my side, whilst you listened to 
the man of God, with the earnestness and simplicity ef a 
little child, till, overcome by sleep, your bead reclined upon 
my shoulder, and nestled under the folds of my gilk'cloak, 
the softness of which i% Still fresh ihyour recollection! Hle- 
member fhe impression that waSwnade upon’ your youthful 
mind when the great truths of the Gospel were set before 
you ! Remember .how yobr little heart was»full of tender 
sympathy for Him who shed His blood ontCalvary’s cross ; 
and when that sad pud mournful scene was opened * how 
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the tears came into yo|r eyes i # You saw in imagination the 
meek and humble Jesfs at Pilate's bar. The majesty of 
the judge made you afraid ; the load voices and frantic 
looks of the chief *priests and people terrified you ; and 
your tender heart beat quicker as ife was ruthlessly hurried 
away, in the power s of cruel Ifomau soldiers, who buffet t 
■ Him, spit upon Him, place a crown of thorns upon His 
head, and so force it down by blows from the long reed 
that f the sharp *poin£s enter His sacred temples, and the 
blood trickles down His pale cheeks, whilst not a com- 
plaining word or angry sigh escapes from His lips — He 
felt it was the hour of wicked men and the power of 
darkbess* 

“ Bemember how you trembled when you were asked by 
the preacher to accompany the Saviour up the hill ; and 
saw him faint beneath the weight of that very .oross on 
which he was about to be crucified; 'and how they laid 
hold on one Simon, a Cy reman, coming out of the country, 
and compelled him to bear the cross. r How little Simon ' 
thought, when he ieft his home ,tbat morning, he would 
be compelled to such a work, or that his ijfrme and his 
deed would be handed down to the latest posterity ! And 
when the suffering Lamb ofVJod, weak and gory, was 
cruelly thrown upoii *the ‘cross, and His hands and arms 
violently stretched out to the ends of the cross-bear^, when 
he wicked, unfeeling executioner took up the heavy ham- 
er and the rough, large nail, and forced it, by hard and 
heqyy blows, through the tender flesh and sinews — Oh ! 
the sound of that hammer Jlthe rattling of those timbers ! — 
And when the tragic scene* was finished, by nailing him to 
the upright post, the whole was lifted up, and let fall into 
the socket prepared for i^wifii a jar that would cause the 
patient sufferer the most intense agony. Still no murmur 
escaped His }ips ; but a still small voice was heard — 

‘ father, forgive t them, for they know not what they do.* 
u Remember, my Son, how the m&q of God applied this. 
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and said the$e sufferings were endured for you ; it waft for 
you men, and for your salvatiop, the Saviour suffered 
these things ; it was your sin which* nailed Him to the 
cross; and to* bear the Father’s wr'ath, which was due to 
your sins, was by far the heaviest part of His sufferings ; 
it was this which made flim cry out, * My God, my God, 
why ha*st thou forsaken me ! ' Here and then was th& 
great atonement made ; here he endured all the Father's 
will ; satisfied to the utmost the demands of justice, and 
then cried, * It is finished ; and gave up the ghost.’ The 
vail of the temple was rent, and the cay went forth, f Who- 
soever will, let him come, and take of the* water of life 
freely, without rmjney and without price!* RemSmber, 
my child, how you wished to be the Lord’s; and how 
you half resolved to give youreelf»to Ilftn, and become 
His humble follower! Remeftiber the grief which 
swelled in your *young heart when, # for the first time, 
you lef^ the home of your father, and mingled your 
tears upon your mother’s cheek! Reihember that lone 
journey # and the d veiling; of the •stranger ; and then 
remem ber«tfie goodness and mercy which have followed 
thee to the present time !” “ Mother, I do remem- 

ber it well; and, by Godh; grace,* from ftiis moment will I 
say, • My father, my father, *thoi» shalt be the guide of 
my youth!”' M. B. 


MASTERS AND SERVANTS. —No. III. 

INTEGRITY. 

“ Ha that walketh uprightly, walketh surely,” says the 
wise man — hence David’s prayer* “Let integrity and *ip- 
rightnesa preserve, me.” 13y*|his quality of the human 
soul we understand genuine honesty, inrfard determination 
to do the right* at all risks, in all circumstances, at all 
times ; uninfluenced by smiles or frowns, fear of punish- 
ment, or hope of reyrard. 
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*' Tkiris * very attracAe quality to all whose $ood word 

4* desirable ; its possetskra cannot be concealed. Hie 

tortuous courses pursued by the mass of mankind— the 
* » , , ■ *. t . 
constant recurrence ot temptations-the infinitely varied 

intercourse human society requires, all furnish points of 
observations revealing, with more or less clearness, the 
upright man. “ Virtue is its own reward,*’ so we do not 
wonder to find integrity, calmly and perseveringly sus- 
tained. a great comfdrt and solace amidst the trials and 
vicissitudes of life. The sincere man does not dread the 
revealing of secrets he lias no motive for disguise ; so dis- 
charging his duty f In the sphere where Divine Providence 
has cast his lot, be he employer or ; employed, he may 
reasonably hope for a comparatively happy life. It is, 
moreover, the ibundatiorf on which to construct an emi- 
nently useful career. ' * 

The upright man* is he on whom reliance can be placed 
in seasons of emergency, — the centre of influence in the 
community that surrounds him ; the perplexed seek his 
aid in difficulty, the sorrowing find cn him a sympathising 
friend, and all know, that confiding to him their peculiar 
experience, it will be safe as in their own heart. But, 
whilst we look wifti untiring satisfaction at such a charac- 
ter, and trace him amidst the changing scenes of life, the 
hour will come when the finql scene Shall present itself, 
and then what says “the truth?” — “Mark the perfect 
man and behold the upright, for the end of that man is 
peace.”' Blessed consummation ! May our readers, in in- 
creasing numbers, happily realise it. 

We spoke of integrity as a foundation, but this founda- 
tion itself must be created ere *tisi/»id. Nature does not 
produce it genuine ; mere Natural effort only o Approximates. 
It is only really to be relied on when it is the result of 
a Divine influence. Then, when the Spirit of God has 
renewed the heart, and its energies are controlled by living, 
active' faith in Christ — then depe&de&ee can be placed in 
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.tbe permanence of the*’ptofe«t<m; and integrity and 
OprtgMneso shall preserve him, I We affectionately com- 
mend this thought to all out readers, whether Roasters or 
«ervants, young or ojd, and earnestly entreat them to see 
to it that the foundation is laid, and that it is no coun- 
terfeit, but the genuine production of God the duly 
rSpirit/ It will be a fearful thing to spend our lives in 
delusion, and prove at last to have rested nn sand — insecure, 
treacherous and destructive. 

Illustrations of No. III. in our next. J. O. V. 


THE OUTCASTS.— LETTER II * 

Dear and honoured Parents, — It is with unspeakable 
pleasure I have written these few Jines, rejoicing' in the happy 
experience of being again restored to your favour, which I by 
my misconduct l^ad justly forfeited. While I reflect on my 
past sin9 and ingratitude, I stand astonished at your goodness 
in so frqply pardoning such an unworthy rebel as I have been, 
.and again offering me a share iji your Iftve and compassion, 
which is a privilege I highly value* But to whom am I 
indebted for*all this ? Is it\iot God, the supreme Giver of all 
good? To* Him I owe every blessing I enjoy. Where would 
my guilty soul have been, when exposed to the dangers and 
temptations of a wicked \^rldj had not tfle Almighty watched 
over me and preserved me ? I tausbcertainly have perished, as 
injustice due to mji iniquity ; bur, blessed be God, He did not 
forsake me, nor withdraw mercit* from me. What shall I 
.render, therefore, unto the Lord Tor all his benefits towards me, 
who hath redeemed me from destruction, and crowned me with 
loving kindness and tender ngircies? 0! my dear parents, 
words cannot express the feelings of my heart, the love and 
gratitude I owe to God and mj benefactors, under whose pro- 
tection I still continue, .blessed with the privileges of religion. 
God grant the instructions 4 lifu'e received .limy never be for- 
gotten, but that they may prove a lasting blessing to my im- 
mortal soul ; thaj I nlay have reason to bless God to all eternity 
that ever I was led to take refuge in this benevolent institation. 

' * Previously to this letter being sent^ the parents had # been in- ' 

formed of their daughter being in this institution. 
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The time fast, approach!? when* I must lea this house- of 
mercy, and go again into world ; but I trust that God, who 
has preserved me to *tkis present moment, will fever vouchsafe 
to be my protector from the dangers and temptations of an 
alluring world. In whatever situntioipin life Providence may 
plape me, I pray I may be* enabled fco look to Him as the only 
source and foundation of all real peace and happiness, I 
humbly beg an interest in your earnest petition at a throne of 
grace for my preservation, and for the welfare of this institu- 
tion apd its worthy btrefactors, who do not forget to send up 
their humble prayers to God for your eternal welfare, as well as 
for mine. 

Should God of his infinite mercy permit us to meet again on 
earth, with unspeakable joy shall I embrace, the opportunity 
of telling you what great tilings the Lord lpiS done for my soul. 
This, my dear parents, is a privilege your once unhappy child 
did never expect?; but, blessed be God, He has restored me 
friends, peace, and happiness. O ! tlidt my future time may be 
Spent to His eternal praise ; that I, with you, and all my dearest 
friends, may meet before the throne of grace to bless and praise 
redeeming love! Will thank you for an, answer, rthe first 
opportunity. My duty to y6u and my dear mother, my love to 
my sister. ' r % n 

I remain, your ever grateful, and I hope, in future, dutiful 
daughter, * * * * 

THE T)VO BROTHERS. 

“ Millions of infant souls compose the family above.” ^ 

A father, who has-been & reader of “The Mothers' 
Friend'' since its commencement, has been induced, at thfe 
request of many friends, to send this paper to the Editor 
for insertion in her magazine, hoping it may encourage 
many ^parents to commence very early the religious in- 
struction of their children. 

o 

“Our family circle consisted of father, mother, two little 
brothers (Daniel and Jotm Henry), aud a little sister. Daniel, 
the eldest, was aljout four and a halt years old/ und John Henry 
; abcrnM.hree ; both of them evinced thought and feeling by 
in quirky of deep itotenegt, such as— ‘ Who is God V * What 
kind of a place is heaven, and what k the^paployment of those 
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who live there ? * Often did they express a wah to die, and go 
to heaven; and their daily conversation was of ‘dying/ and 
c going to heaven in a box/ (as they expressed it.) Often has 
the youngest littld boy run in from his play, and said to his 
mamma, i Will you cry, rflamma, if I be buried? l am go mg 
to Jesus in a box some day/ • , 

' "They were remarkably fond of family worship; and each 
had bis favourite chapters, which they washed ‘father to read> 
Daniel’s favourite chapters were the histories of Joseph and 
Jonah ; and little John’s was the account of John the Baptist 
preaching in the wilderness. They listened to the reading with 
deep attention, and often asked interesting questions in con- 
nexion with it. We always endeavoured to impress upon their 
minds the importance of prayer, and for this ^ity’ they evinced 
a great fondness. Tl^y would oftgn rise very early in* the 
morning, and coming down into the parlour would get a Bible 
and hymn-book, and in their little way read and sing ; and then 
with greqj earnestness and sincerity unite in prayer. 

" They were always, taught the importance of asking, upon 
their knees, the forgiveness of God wl/fen they had been 
.naughty ; nor could .they be happy until the^r had done this. 
One instance may suffice. One day,* the eldest little boy had 
been naughty— Jiis maramfi reprpved him, *and sent him to his 
room as a pipqshment. After some time she went up to him, 
when he fell upon his knees, and said, ‘ Oh ! mamma, I will 
be a good boy. Will you forgive me, .and as^ Jesus to forgive 
me?’ His mother knelt down by t the bedside, and asked for- 
giveness for him ; and then she said, ‘iNow, Daniel must ask 
God to •forgive him/ * Sobbing^ he prated, ‘0 God, forgive 
Daniel for being a naughty boy, |nd give him a new good 
heart for Jesus Christ’s sake/ 

"These dear little boys were exceedingly fond of public 
worship, and had often been remarked for their good behaviour 
while in the house of God ; and frequently the eldest yould 
repeat to his mother portions of the sermon^— so great was his 
j^ention. They were evy Ver^ loving and kind to each othefj 
and never seemed happy when sedated. They were much 
attached to their &I100I, and to the lady who'instructed them, 
who mentions their crften asking her interesting questions, mani- 
festing great intelligertce/’ 

[We must accompany these lambs ^of the fold to # th* 
gate Of the dark v alley next month.] 
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OLD VoMtfN.— No. III.* 

You arnst aeqpmpAiyme again, if you, please, up the 
same yard as before, while I introduce!, you to another 
€t old woman,” surrounded by myay more of the comforts 
of life than my first character, J?ut a much greater sufferer, 
from physical inability even to cross the, room without’ 
extreme pain and dizziness in her head ; her legs were also 
much swollen, and altogether she was a most pitiable 

specimen of helpless age She was carefully 

tended by a most kind husband, who performed every 
office required in their house with almost feminine skill, 
but who woul* r leave his employ to sit beside his partner 
while we read the words^of life. 

The old woman’s mind' had been partially affected by 
the intense pain in her head, hut on one point she was 
perfectly clear, and this was a& an “.anchor to her soul, 
‘sure and steadfast'*;” it was, that Jesus died for her . And 
she truly proved how sweet was His name to a* 4 believer’s 
ear,” fpr during the many hours she was necessarily left 
alone, and unable to read from th6 state of her Lead, which 
had much affected her sight, she would sit ftith her Testa- 
ment in her hand, dimly searching down the columns till 
she could see Ae \yord Jesus, which she distinguished by 
its large J, and carefully counting how many times He was 
mentioned. 

Once a beloved sister read to her the beautiful hymn, 
<c Just as I am, without one plea;” her delight was un- 
bounded ; never after did she suffer a friend to depart 
without the request, * Will you read ‘Just as I am V ” and 
fast tho tears would rain from her closed eyes, familiar as 
t>y frequent repetition we might Lave supposed the woifll 
to have become* She,^oo 5 has entered into rest, leaving 
only the memorial that the Lord, who was on earth her 
strength and song, had also become her Ration* to that 
dearth could Hut tyose her loving spirit to seek, its rest 
"in Jesus.” 
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DO YOU ATTEND AMATERNAX ASSOCIATION ? 

Did you say “<No~~I have no time 46 attend to these 
things — I can do well though with my children, as my 
Mother did with me-— I fcust care for the bread and* 
cheese, and they must take their chance ?” Ah! say you # 
so? Then you have yet to learn why you are placed in 
the world, mother. 

“Well, but I can’t go, if I would; I have no doth # es.” 

Neither will this excuse do. The “ti.me” will only be 

one single hour or so in the month ; and a$ ta “ clothes/’ 

nobody there will look at them if they ard clean and %idy. 

But we will tell you* a little tale ? — A clergyman said one 

day, at a public meeting, that people, made a great many 

excuses /or not attending public worship. Some want 

time — or a hat — orh bonnet — or a shawl-— or a seat there 

» . 

— or some one to cook dinner — or to nurse the children — 
or. take care of the house. In short, said he, their ex- 
cuses are innumerable ^ but^ they forgot one want that 
would swallcpy up all the rest — they wanted a will ! Ac- 
cording to the old proverb — “Where there’s a will there’s 
a way,” will you try to gei the “will?”* Well, do — and 
join the Maternal Meeting without de?ay. You will repent 
it nev^r ! 


“LITTLE BEySNY.” 

So the simple headstone $ai$. Why did my eyes fill? 
I never saw the little creature. I never looked in his 
Jtaghing eyes, or heard his* mepry shout, or listened for 
his tripping tread ; J V never pillowed his little head, or 
bore his little form, of ‘Smoothed his silky locks, or laved 
his dimpled limbs', or fed his eberry lips with dainty 
bits, or kissed his rosy cheek as tty sleeping. I 
did net see his eye *grow dim, or his little hand drop 
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powerless, or the dewpf agon^ gather on his. pale forehead. 
I stood not with, clashed hands and suspended breath, and 
watched the look that comes but once flit over his cherub 
face. And yet, “ Little Benny,”f*my tears are falling, for 
.somewhere I know there’s an#empty crib, a vacant chair, 
useless robes and toys, a desolate hearthstone* apd a weep- 
ing mother. “Little Benny.” It was all her full heart 
could utter, and it was enough. It tells the whole story. 
— 'Fanny Fern. 


THE TRANSPLANTED FLOWER, 

2 Samuel'iii. 23: # % 

He twined round our hearts, as a tendril 
‘Encircles A rose-tree’s 6tem ; 

In the depths of parental affection 
We treasured our little genl. 

We hoped, as the rose-tree’s lmreness 1 
19 dad by fhe tendril’s flowers, 

That soVould our Jittle bud blossom 
To gladden this home of ours. 

But the gardener knows that the tendril 
The rose’s increase would check, 

And, wliiWit would lend it beauty, 

Would injure as well as deck : 

• « * f 
And our Father, who loves Ilis children 
W r ith faithful and jealous love, 

Lest our hearts should be set on our darling 
Instead of on things abo^e, 

So gently our tdndril transplanted, 

And to Hh own garden bore, 
In.Heaven — in«God’s holy mountain-^- • 
To* blossom for evermore. * 

'Vfe art acre that he deeps ib Jesus, 

And nestles upon His breast, 

Bor* 1 * He bears the Jambs in His bosom,” 
In God’s everlasting rest.* * 
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We know we shall aieet in the morning, 

We yearn for the da w«iug| day 
When* Jesus, in clouds of heaven,* 

♦Shalf bear us from earth away. 

9 % 

Away ! oh, away, to the bawers, 

The Eden of Go # d, above, 

•Where He wipes all tears from all faces, 

And love is not jealous love. 

For no heart can there be divided, • 

But Godward all love doth tend ; 

For of love He’s the Source and Centre, 

The Object, and Life, and End. ^ 

Oh, give usjienceforward, our Father, 

To live iflth a single e^e 
To Thee, to Thy praise and Thy glory ; 

To live for oui; home on higfi ; 

To wait f<*r the Lord from Heaven 
With patience, and hope, and^oy, 

J'or the d^y when our Elder Brother 

“ Brings with Him” our darlinglfroy. 

• 

Oh, my hear? leaps? up ” with its longing 
<That glory our own to call, 

When the Christ shall be King in Zion, 

When God shall be All m All. • 

Bath. It. C. M. 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

MATEJINAL EDUCATION. 

‘That species of education (sstys an author) which is 
derived from maternal care is always t^e most valuable. 
IIow numerous are the cases where guilt is checked in it£ 
Utreer by the* force of affectionate /^collections arising in the 
bosom of a youth, when fai* distant from* his home, and 
removed from friendly counsel. The image cjf his mother 
floats before him — the vicious passion is excelled, and the 
wanderer may be fixed for ever in a lif® of virtue, from the 
first triumph of maternal precepts. 
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NOTICES OF BOOKS. 


DO TOC • , COGNISE THE FOEmilT? 

Two persons, who ^ave choseii each other out of all the 
species, with the design to he each others ravtfual comfort 
and entertainment, have in that «rery action bound them- 
, selves to be good-humoured, affable, joyful, forgiving and 
patient, with respect to each other’s frailties and, imperfec- 
tions, to the end of their lives. 

' “ WONDERFULLY MADE.” 

It may not be generally known that the human hair 
, (light hair) held up to the sun presents all the phenomena 
of the pristn, giving the various colours of the rainbow. 
Isolated hairs will give #t their end 'the circle coloured as 
the rainbow. The hair, therefore, is proved to be tri- 
angular, and possessing the properties of the prism. 

t 

“ BE CONTENT WITH SUCH THING# AS YE HAVE.” , . 

A remark of Sadi, the Persian poet, was, “ I never com- 
plained of my Condition but once, when my feet were bare, 
and I had not money to buy t shoe$,; but I met a man with- 
out feet, and became contented with my lot.” 


NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

The Band of Hope Review. Vol. for 1853/ London: Parti klge and 
Oakey. ' 

A delightful present for, our children— full of good things on tem- 
perance, and other useful matters. 

Library of Biblical Literature. Nos. 3 and 4. London : Freeman. 

We cordially recommend this work to our young friends. They 
will find in it much J>ibiical information. 

The Seed. London : Simpkin and Marshall. 

An imaginative but interesting conversation on the Resurrection, 
Jane Rutherford. , London : xJlark and Co. 

The third volume we have read with .pleasure of u The Run and 
Read Library.” “ The Peep into a Miner’s Home and a Miner’s 
Occupation ” is a graphic tale by one of the people. 

Mamma’ t Budget. Lcpdon : Houlston and Stoneman. 

Tliree amusing and instructive books for onr young friends. 
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TriE tried Mother.— N o. il 

“ Mother ! —Mother !” said Jane Harcourt, irusbing one 
morning into the front kitchen, whtere her mother was 
preparing dinner, with flashed fyce and extended hands. 
“ Oh ! mother, you cani; think what a mess Mary bhs 
made on* baby ; we all told her not to do it, but she woujd 
not listen to us a minute. Oh ! you will be so sorry ! and 
it will give you so much trouble V 9 ** What ha^ she 
done, my dear? You look quite frightened.” ‘‘Why, 
mother, you know, Kitty was washing up some plates, so 
Mary went behind her, and dipped her hand into the 
greasy water, and tjjjen she* rubbed her hand on the pot that 
Kitty had just .put on the fire, and she has messed baby 
with her hand all over ; the pretty little cap; that you took 
so mudi trouble with last night, ftnd the nice little clean 
pinafore, are messed all over with snjut, and so are poor 
baby’s £ice and hands. She is such a figure ! Oh ! 
mother, do come and see!” 

“ Oh ^ de§r, dearlV said the trie!! and busy mother, 
“what shall I do with my little Mary ?” and leaving her 
pudding half made, she hastened into the other apartment 
to see the havoc her little daughter had made. There 
lay poor baby ou its little rug • cov«fed with the marks of 
Maryis black fin^ens. Mar^r sat in a corner pouting, with 
her finger on her lip ; Kitty was lfloking at her with an 
angry and flushed face. * 

. “Oh! missus!” said the trusty little Irish servant, 
“what will we do with that there wicked little Mary? 
She’ll be the death o’ us all erfltirely, and you in particular. 
k Jist glint yer eye dojyn there to that little colleen of a 
baby. The beauty qf a ca*p that you were an hour doing, 
she has covered with, the black smut — tfie creature ! What 
will we do witli # her, missus?” “Go t° your room, 
Mary,” said the heart-stricken mother ^ “I |rill coma to 
you, by-and-by, wjuwi I am at leisur£” 

VOL. vn. * 
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THE SISTER’S INFLUENCE. 


• 

With sullen look and dogged step Mary reluctantly 
left the scene of her fmischief, went to her room, and 
dosed the door. Hie busy and sorrowful t mother desired 
Kitty to give an eye 'to baby whils^she finished the prepa- 
rations for her dinner ; *and thqp she was Obliged to give 
half an honr in washing apd re-dressing the infftnt,Who 
hut a few hours before she had with so much care made So 
beautifully clean and neat. When the little one was laid 
down ( in her mid-day sleep, with heavy heart and tearful 
eyes Mrs. Harcourt ascended the stairs, to hold converse 
with her little daughter, who was constantly causing her 
so much trouble. On entering the room she looked around 
for the object of her solicitude ; but Mary was nowhere to 
be found. In vain the mother and her little servant 
searched homestead and garden, till the morning was lost 
in agitation and exciterherit. 

We shall hope to find Miss Mary by next month. 


THE SISTER’S INFLUENCE. 

“ Am I my brother's keeper ?” 

What power Las wofman in * the home circle, even in 
babyhood! We latelj* lodked in upon a little family 
group at play, and observed with dtep interest the in- 
fluence of a gentle litfle girl over her rougher and sterner 
brothers. “ Don’t cry, Georgy* dear ! M said the sweet 
Edith ; v “let me kiss the place to make it well! There, 
there, Georgy, — lean your head upon my shoulder,— -it 
woii f t ache long ! ” This wa£ like oil upon troubled waters ; 
Georgy** ruffled temper Was hushed t into a calm ; and the 
young sister, bjrher gentleness and loye, caused her brother 
to forget that he had been hurt. 

Thus it is over, as we pass* along life’s pilgrimage; 
woman 'S influence is great for good or for evil. We 
have Sometimes hea/d brothers say, I would never be 
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so pusillantnefcm as to be guided by girls or women; what 
da they know ffcbomt men’s business in*the battle of life f 
Their place is at home, making puddings and darning 
stockings.” Yes, to b? sure it is^ this is quite true ; but 
it is at home where the w<fuaded in the “ battle o&iifb V‘ 
% for refuge] nursing, and consolation— aye, and s<jme*- 
times for counsel too, strange as this may seem. 

We heard a gentleman say one d$y, that only once ia> 
Ilia life he had refused to take his wife’s advice, auS that 
on that very occasion he lost five thousand pounds. This* 
was a rare case, certainly ; and this gentleman had a very 
sensible wife, with.w.hom be was accustomed to go over the 
events of the day, as they, sat by the home-hearth. But 
there are many husbands and fa^herp who .are pleased to 
acknowledge woman’s influence in the every-day doings and 
vexations of life- • # 

“What is the matter, Arthur? you look tired md 
plde.” “Don’t flak me! I arq worried and goaded to 
death. I shall be cross, if you ask «ae any questions ! ” 
Arthur had returned from the city strife, and Emma 
waited her time — wise girl as she was— ato soothe her 
brother, without his knowing it., “I have such a nice 
book here, Arthur*” said Emma, • after dinner* as her 
brother lounged on Jhe couch, disquieted. “ Shall l read a 
page?” “Well* you ma^ if you* like*; but I will not 
promise to understand.” . Emufa began to read, and Arthur 
entered into the subject before lie was aware, and.ret^d 
to his room cheered and hopeful 

We shall tell yon some mqre of aster’s secrets next 

mouth. 

A MOTHEWS. JlES^ONSmiLFTY.— No. VI. 

Now come with us to another mother’s home-^-her 
external circumstances and class in # society are much the 
same as Mrs. RaylSss’s. She possessed no more of this 
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worW’s goods; but then she had the blessing of God, 
which maketh rich. Her little ones were etirly sent to the 
Sabbath school, and continued there until they left to fill 
respectable situations, ^or becamfe teachers themselves. 
Mrs. Eight trained her children 0 in the way to the king- 
dom, amidst many difficulties. Her husband was not a 
helper with her in anything relating to religion, or reli- 
gious training ; but she erected a family altar in her house, 
and morning and evening was that mother’s voice heard, 
going up to the God of heaven for blessings upon . her 
household. 

While the infant was yet too young Jjp walk by her side, 
she carried it to her private chamber, and at a particular 
chair she knelt to implore blessings on its young head ; 
and as soon as the children were able to walk, they led 
the way to that same chair, to join in the mother’s prayers. 
When the doors of the sanctuary were open, she had her 
household all ready to assemble with the worshippers, and 
none of her little gioup were seen to enter the Sabbath 
school after the prayer for a blessing had gone up. 44 Oh ! 
no,” she woult say, 44 1 like them to be in the way, if the 
shower should descend.” They grew up industrious, 
honest, frugal, and “'kjndly affectioned one to another.” 
As they advanced in life, all- — save one — became dispiples 
of Jesus. 

Mrs. Light also became a widow ; but she knew where 
to fty for the shelter of a Koek, during all the storms of 
life. Her brow was unclouded, for the light of life ever 
shone upon her path ; and* when she came down to the 
shadowy valley, she could look through it to the land afar 
off, and rejoice that she w c ^3 sbon to see the King in His 
beauty; 44 There* is only one httle sorrow on my heart,” 
she would say ^ 44 and that is, that there is yet one of my 
fatfeily who has not enlisted under tbe banner of the 

* v 

cross.” On being afeked how she f^lt as she drew near 
the graye, she replied, — 44 Very happy) resting upon my 
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rock. Death is the gate to endless joy, and I am entering 
there.” Then? one by one, she dAired*them all to draw 
near, and receive her blessing and farewell. Last of all 
came Robert — the undbnverted Robert. u Draw near, 
my son,” said the dying mother ; * “ give me your band,; 
my eyes #are dimmed by the pressure of death : soon, my 
souj I shall be in my Father’s home, in glory, everlasting. 
Mary will be there — John will be there — Jane will be 
there : but oh ! my son, my dear son, will you ever 'join 
that blessed, blessed company ? Shall your mother ever 
have to say f Amen,’ to that dread sentence pronounced on 
you, * Depart, ye cursed V , Oh ! tell me,*my boy, wiy you 
resolve to live the ^ife of the kicked, and die to be shut 
up iu everlasting torments ? My God is .waiting to be 
gracious to thee, my son*; turn to him, and live.” 

This was a last* effort; the eyes were fixed on her son, 
and the hand firmly grasped her prodigal boy. It was a 
mother’s death-grftsp ; and long^after she had passed to 
her “home,” did that^son imagine ha felt the pressure as 
at that solemn moment, filer work was done — this last 
appeal was made the means of the conversion of her son, 
and he is now treading tfce upward patjj which leads to 
a glorious immortality. Nov, when the judgment-day 
arrives, how differgit will be the situation of these two 
mothers ! Oh ! tan you ndt imagine the* one covered with 
shame and confusion, calling U]5on the rocks and the hills 
to cover her from the presence of the Lamb ; aye, and 
from the agonising and reproachful looks of those wret'ched 
beings, whom she had led $n in the broad road, and 
trained for the abode pf rebel spirits ! Listen f what are 
the fearful words site hears-r-“ Depart, # ye cursed ! 
awful words 1 * Oh ! ‘who Ban think of her. doom, and ttie 
curses heaped upon her bead by her lost children, without 
crying out for grace to avoid such living, such dying, and 
such an eternity ! 

But, now Jook jgain : there stands thc^pious, consistent. 



prayiag leather, clad ju the fmbilimeuts of immortality, 
fading ready .with l her children and, ( grandchildren, 
tp enter the cloudless city of the redeemed ; aye, and 
her prodigal hoy is there too— Robert,, whom she left 
unconverted. There hb stands^ and a group are smiling 
upon, him, to whom he was made useful in the, Sabbath 
school. Hark ! the Judge is saying, “ Come, ye blessed 
apd amidst the harps of heaven they enter the new Jeru- 
and they are far ever shut in with their Lord. 


THE MOTHER’S LESION. 

Mother ! ^pok upon* thy bpy, 
Now so full of youthful joy ; 

Think of what that child may be, 
As be prattles on your knee. 

All is bright and joyous now, k 
NoJf*a cloud rests on his brow; 

Thou eswist count his days of earth, 
Thom rememberest his birth. 

But an angel cannot say, 

When shall be his latest day. 

Nevfcr can that spirit die, 
Brightening now that infant eye. 
Art thou willing he should he 
TVwihed f‘6r endless 1 misery ? 

Art thou willing he should go 
Down to never-ending woe ? 

Shall he curse bis mother’s name, 
Tracing to her all his shame? 

As he fords the fiery deep, 

Where no eye shall cease to weep, 
SfeaJl the caverpe fall of flame, 

Echo »huck thine hutud name ? 

Are you training him to be 
H$ir to all this misery ? 

Rousiu thee, mother, from thy sleep ! 
“ What fc sow that shall y« reap,” 
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Look again upon' thy boy, 

TeU Ui m of that world oijoy, . 

Wh#re the streets are paved with gold, 
Where the dwellers ne’er grow old. 
Tell him of the Shepherd King, 

Tell him how tile angels sing ; 

Tall him of that dying love, 

Bung by the redeemed above ; 

Tell him if he would be there, 
lie must be a child of prayeV, 
Morning, noon, and dewy eve, 

Tell him that he must believe. 

Tell him of the Saviour’s tears, 

Tell him of the sinner’s fears, 

Tell liin?he was born fhsin, 

All polluted too within. 

Tell him lie uju»t have it dress, 

Tormc'd of Jeaus* righteousness. 

Tell him of that blessed Book;; 

Bid him often in it look ; 

Bid hifci read the wondrous plan^ 

Of God’s Jove to ruined maa* 

GHen let him heal* you pray, 

* Pleading, wrestling e\ery day; 

Train him up to serve the Loid. 

He will gi\e tlft j e thy rfwaid. 


SUNDAY EVENING pCCUPATIGNS. 

PROMISES. 

' My dear children, I am going to talk to you for a 
little while about promises . You know very well what a 
promise means, and whether ornot^you can trust a person’s 
promises. There are %ome, persons who break their word 
so often that we never’ knovy whether to helieve them, and 
thus their promises give us no pleasure. It is not so with 
God. He never , reever makes a promise to any one which 
He does not keep. When reading th$ Bible, did yoj ever 
notice or leant by heart any of His promises ? 

g 2 



108 PAGE FOR OUR BOYi AT SCHOOL. 

I once heard of a little girl who tried to copy them' all 
itito a book ; butt at list, she told her sisfcw that she must 
leave off, for God*£ Word was full of ‘promises. One 
Sunday evening we all tried to rflnember some of them, 
and they were very beautiful. •Would you like to make a 
list of all you can find, first in tbe Old Testament and then 
in the New ? When you have done this, I have a very im- 
portant questiop, dear children, for you each to answer, — 
not'tb me, — not to your father, or your mother, — but to 
God and your own heart. Am I one of those to whom 
God’s promises arc made? What has lie promised? — A 
blessed home in* Heaven, and, many, .many other things 
which I will leave you *to find out/ To whom has He 
promised such blessings ? — To all whose sins are forgiven, 
and who love His Sop Jesus Christ. Have you, ever felt 
that you are a sinner, and askefl to be*forgiven ? Do you 
love Jesus ? Did *you ever pray that His love may fill 
your heart ? If you look in the Acts df the Apostles, you 
will find an accoui^ of a wicked man, of whom it was said 
that he had “ no part nor lot' in the matter.’’ "May God 
forbid that any child, or parent either, who reads this 
paper, should h#ve no/' part pr lot” in the promises of 
God. Mary. 

PAGE FOR ‘OUR ROYS AT ‘SCHOOL. 

i 

THE GLORIOUS REVENGE. 

(Continued from, p. 8G .) 

c ‘ uh, Alice ! ” exclaimed Basil, with tears in his eyes, 
f, I never* thought c of all tfiat; no, I would not ruin poor 
Charley for the world.” Tfeis would be your glorious 
revenge, my dear boy,” f &akl ^Aliee; quietly. “Oh! no, 
no, dear Alice ; I never, never could be §o wicked as that, 
though Charles did make me very angry at the time ; but, 
you know, I skoul(| like to punish him»a little for it.” 
“ Well, Basil, I know a way to punish him, and to have a 
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re&lly glorious* revenge.” *“ Alice, dear, pray teB me?” 
said Basil. “Well ; do you remember the text — * Be not 
overcome with £vil, — ’ what comes next?” “Why, ‘but 
overcome evil with good*,’ to be sure, Alice. I know what 
you mean, now.” “ Well,«then, think over what a glorious 
revenge you can have by obeying the command in that text* 
my dear and Alice left the room. 

Basil did not sit thinking long before he decided what to 
do. With Alice’s permission, on tlie following <ky he 
invited Charles West to tea. He was much surprised on 
receiving the invitation, but accepted it. They had a very 
pleasant evening together^ Their principal amusement 
consisted in sailing Basil’s ships On a pond in the garden ; 
for the finest, Charles expressed great admiration. But the 
time his return to school came! f fiasil took him up to 
his play- room. “•Charley,” said he, “you admired the 
‘Hero’ most of all my vessels, so I will'make you a present 
of it.” *Oh no, Scried Charles, stepping hack, “I could 
not think of such a thing.” “Ofi, buj Charley, you must 
have it ; Alice lets me do what I like with, my ships, and I 
can make myself another just like it ; and papa says, if 
Mr. Mathews will allow you, you can come up on Saturday 
and sail it with minr*. and f will teach you how to make 
ships, too.” 

Charles turned nway his head to wipe his tears. “ Basil,” 
he exclaimed, as they bade each*other good n%ht, “I will 
nevi r try to injure you again, as I did yesterday ; no, I 
never will. Good night, dear* Basil.” From that 'day 
Basil and Charles were firm friends. Charles was easily 
persuaded never to use the “ Key to the Exercises” again ; 
he always afterwards fried tp irjiitate his friend’s example, 
j.nu he gained*the esteem qjf his 1 master and the love of his 
schoolfellows. My 'young readers, was not Basil Lee’s it 
glorious revenge ?’ 
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THE DELICATE £ND INDUSTRIQXJS YOUNtt 
MOTHER. 

“ T am obliged to persevere.” 

There was no one in the railway carriage but myself 
till we stopped at the first station on the road ; there a 
pretty, neatly dressed young woman entered — she looked 
very delicate, ancl had an infant in her arms.' The child, 
though apparently very young, was stout and heavy, and 
children lie heavier in the arms when too young to sit up 
than when oider r when they seem to help themselves by 
their sprightliness. I thought of this, and seeing the 
traveller was evidently weak and delicate, I thought it not 
too small an occasion to give a helping hand to a fellow- 
traveller. 

“ You have a beautiful little boy,” said I; “but he 
seems almost more than you can manpge ; let me relieve 
you of his weight for the short time we may travel in 
company.” 

She thanked me, aud willingly transferred him to my 
arms, as it is said ail experienced nurses do. I mean, that 
they are willing to let any one relieve their arms who <can 
be drawn into the service. “ How old is he ? ” I asked. 
■“ Five weeks old,” she replied* <c You ought to be pretty 
strong to caary about such a fat baby as he is all day,’ 1 
“ Indeed,” she replied, “ I am anything but strong. 1 
do not recover my strength at all, as I hoped and ex- 
pected.” “You will* soon be better,” I replied, “with 
Clod’s biasing, if you do not fatigue yourself too much 
heiore your strength is equal to your exertion.”, “ I fear 
I shall not,” she replied*; “ J am suffering from the 
neglect and carelessness of my nurse, and I fear I shall 
never be well again. I am sure it was very wrong of her, 
for I paid her well, and required nothing of her except to 
ieep my rooms in order, and attend to 4 baby and me ; and 
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when she caifie to me everything was beautifully clean, so 
she had no excise; but she did noti attend properly to me, 
and she left e\terything so dirty and untidy that it made 
me quite grieved,’ * *That was very wrong of her,” said 
I ; “ but never mind, yoinwill sooh have it ajl right again, 
and, as I suppose that is your first child, and your husband 
is at work all day, you may take a good deal of rest while 
batty sleeps.” “ No,” said she, "that I cannot do, for my 
husband has very delicate health, and cannot d<f work 
enough to maintain us, and I must work.” " What work 
can you do?” I asked. "I am a dress-maker,” she 
replied. 44 1 am now goiyg to receive orders of a lfldy.” 
“And have you milch employment?” " Quite as much 
as I can do,” she replied. "I am always at work when I 
can lay down the child, and lie sleeps a good deal. When 
my liusLand is wcjl enough, he is out from eight in the 
morning till nine at night ; but he is \tery delicate, and is 
often at home ill, and 1 have to nurse hint. So that, with 
keeping my own rooms clean, and doing everything for 
him and the fchild, I have my hands pretty full.” 44 And 
now that yob are so weak, how do*you manage it all?” I 
inquired. il Are you no^ constrained often to lie down 
and rest?” “Oh!” she replied, “ that would never do ; 
1 should do nothing if once X gave way. I’m obliged to 
persevere, and never give aver from merning to night, 
otherwise I should feel my illneift more, and should accom- 
plish nothing.” 

* We had more conversation *after this, concerning 'the 
"rest that remaineth for the people of God,” whan this 
scene of toil and trial is over ; and I asked her What value 

• • • p 

she set on that rest,»and $vh^t was her hope concerning 
it ; I also took* down 'her address, and promised to call on 
her, which promise I* kept. But the words that" I found 
profitable in her little narrative were those at the head or 
tins paper — 44 I’m obliged to persevere,*’ — and pjrhaps 
they may be a profitable lesson to others. 
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THE, SLEEPING WARRIOR. 

Warrior! rouse thee from thy slumbers. 

While ihou’rt sleeping death is nigh ; 

Subtle plans thy Ibes are Arming, 

Rouse thee, soldier, lest thou die. 

Hosts of men, and hpsts of devils. 

Bare thee to the combat now ; 

Gladly would, they tear the laurels 
From that noble, sainted brow. 

Gird thee on the heavenly armour, 

Sword and helmet, belt and shield j 
• List! thy "name the Captain’s casing. 

Soldier ! brother 1 never yield. 

Hear ye not the martial music 
Echoing now from Zion’s, height ? 

Lo ! it cheers the weary warrior, 

As he marches on to fight. 

High above the mortal combat, 

See the Vjptor’s crown appears. 

O’er the portals of that city * 

Where are hushed the soldier’s fears. 

Warrior, rouse thee ! time is flying, 

Fight the fight of faith r*nd love ; 

Soon the Conqi\eror’o joy shall greet thee. 

In the Victor’s home above. 

FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.— No. III. 

'> ’ R$BEKAH. 

It is often remarked by travellers in Eastern countries, 
that the manners and customs which prevail there in the 
present day are, for the mo^t part, the same that they were 
in the times of the Patriarchs. , The Arabs, who descended 
from Abraham through Ishmael ? dwell in tents, moving 
from place to, place, wherever grass can be found for their 
docks, being stiH tepded by the maidens of the tribe. 
Still is the wayfarer greeted hospitably* by many of these 
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tribes, though their general character is far from being 
honest, and their habits are such* as were foretold by the 
Lord to the mother of Ishmael. — Gen. xvi. 12. Still is 
the marriage-tie a bt&gain in which the consent' of the 
parents is given to the unton of tfieir child with the man 
who can offer the highest dowry, and the young couple 
never meet until after the wedding ceremonies are ended. 
One traveller relates, that in his sojourn amongst the 
Nestorian Christians, he witnessed a scene exactly liUe that 
recorded in Gen. xxiv., even to a likeness in the names of 
the bridegroom and his adopted father, which were those 
of Abraham and Isaac. 9 

It would seem that the worship, or* at least the know- 
ledge of the true God was retained in # the family of Nalior, 
the brother of Abraham, since & was thither that the 
trusty Eliezer was -dispatched to procure a wife for Isaac. 
In fulfilment of the prayer offered up by that truly pious 
servant, the beautiful Ilebekah, first cousin to Isaac, pre- 
sented herself at the well. We may here remark* that the 
drawing fcf^ water is to this day exclusively the business of 
the women in Eastern countries. 

We admire the easy ^id graceful courtesy with which 
Rebekah, unconscious of her, coming destiny, not only 
relieved the thirst o/ the stranger, but supplied with water 
his tired camels. * None caip fully tall tire value of such a 
kind gift, save those who have fraversed the hot and sandy 
deserts of Arabia, with the tongue cleaving to the.roof of 
the mouth, and eyes strained In vain, day after day, to 
see the longed-for springs, tylay we not learn here to go 
beyond mere obligatory duties, .to do more thai\ mere 
necessity or pity dem*8ids, for tjjje suffering, the cast-down, 
and the sorrowful ? ’ Nor ishould we be ever unmindful of 
^ the wants of those dumb add faithful creatures which 
administer to our* convenience or comfort, and which are 
placed by the Creator Of ail things under* the dominion of 
man, for his pse, rfot for his abuse and neglect. 
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“She* hath done what she oonld this should betbe 
only limit we should plate to our exertions for the benefit 
of our fellow-creature^. 

We hope to accompany Rebekah home next month. 


** MOTHER, MAY I GO OUT?” 

Tiru? spake a‘ littlfc boy, nearly, sixty years ago, whilst 
he stood upon the threshold of his home, with his face 
turned towards his mother. He had been well brought 
up, and could 4 not go without the consent of her he loved 
— the reply was, “What do you want to' go out for, child ?” 
This was not a negative, and the auswer was ready. “ I 
want to go and play ; please, may I?” A nod set him 
free, atul away he bounded. # 

" Well — and why should he not?” some mothers will 
ask. “ 0 dear, would you like your children tc, mingle 
with the rude boys f in the street, and learn all tlieir bad 
ways?” There js danger, no doubt, you will say; but 
they must mix with worse men very soon, and is it 
not better for them to get a little experience beforehand, 
especially whilst they enjoy the~ guidance of a wise and 
discreet mother. 

But the same parties who, a ; re thus anxious about their 
children in this particular, have no objection to their 
learning the accomplishment of dancing, which is exceeds 
ingl) fascinating to the young ; also full of danger in after 
life, leading them to mingle in scenes where the godly 
man would say, “ Come out — be ye separate — touch not.” 
Yes, even at the risk of being thought vulgar, we main* 
tain, that the Iiuq of demarcation between ^the Christian 
and the world should be plain andolea?* We can have 
no sympathy with those professedly Christian parents, 
who can encourage and enjoy the midnight dance for their 
children. But, we are asked, what •harm is , there in a 
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u little hw&eml private party V 9 “.None at alfc . certainly.^ 

“ la, there any morehann in a quiet igamo at whist, oriua 
wit to the theatre ? Or what harm c^n there he in taking 
a stroll to the race-course, to see those beautiful horses 
exert the powers which Gcd has given them, evidently for 
’ swiftness^ and -which the noble creatures seem fulfy senr 
sible of, by their struggles for mastery?” Well, suppose 
that* iu the abstract there is none, would^you like to be 
seen there? Is it at all congenial with your habits of 
prayer and praise? Are you really satisfied? Would you 
like to die there ? Is it not mixing with the world, with 
the enemies of the .cross of Christ; going, as far as # you 
cane, from the direct Commands of* Him who bled and died 
for you, and as hear to the pit of perdition .as you dane ? 
Is -this your love to your .friend ? What would be said of 
a man, wedded to the dearest object of his affections, and 
whom he professed to love as his own 'soul, if he should 
.be found choosing for his associates and companions the 
bitterest enemies of his wife and all hpr connexions, and 
who were tjon&antly seeding to injure and destroy them? 
How would fh'e dear one feel ? Would it not break all her 
•peaces and make his professions more than ^doubtful? 

Ih these days of Gospel liberty, there is little danger 
from outward persecution. We have nothing. to fear — at 
least, fdr the present — from the dungeon,, or the fhgg$t. 
But we live m more trying times. Christians are now 
called to exercise a system of self-inflicted discipline* and 
how few have the moral courage to come out; and ho 
separate, and touch not the unclean thing ; to live in njean- 
ness and poverty ; to be loaded with disgrace and ignominy, ; 
and counted, as the off-sooqrijig <^f all things ; to be killed 
all the day long* that they i^ay approve, themselves bo. he 
“ good soldiers of, the 1 Lord Jesus Christ” This is, to 
t8ke «tp the cross, *aod follow* Him, who <fi#d forthero, 
through evil and good report. 

Mother] father! if "you are going on pleasantly, and' 
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all is easy with you, cast about — look well to your ways ! 
There is reason tt> fea^you have wandered* from the path 
of self-denial, and are straying in the green fields, and 
amidst the flowing streams of wdVldly godliness. Flee! 
flee for your life! "You may*find it difficult ; but you 
must fly or perish. JM. B. 


THE TWO BROTHERS. 

{Continued from, p . 95.) 

“ Often did we indulge the hope that our dear boys would be 
spared to us, — grow up to ^nianV estarp^,and be the means of 
advancing the Saviour’s kingdom, — but our, heavenly Father 
had other thoughts towards them. Our eldest little boy now 
became exceedingly ili, and, having procured medical aid, we 
found that symptoms of severe scarlet fevef were showing them- 
selves. llis little brother w as deeply concerned for him, and 
could not be induced to leave him lor lomj together returning 
every now and then to minister to his wants, by giving him a 
cup of edd water to drink. 

44 The day following, being Sunday, he became $orse, lying 
in his little bed. I was sitting beside him, when lie rose up and 
said, 4 Father, you must never tell a story ; because, if you do, 
you can never go'\o Heaven when'’ you die.’ Those words have 
left an impression on my mind which I \hink time can never 
obliterate. I shall remember them to c my, dying hour, the 
manner in which they were skid was so solemn. During the 
night, and the next day, her suffered greatly. On the Tuesday, 
his little brother, who the day before had been well and lively, 
wet? attacked with the same disease, and thus both brothers 
were laid together upon the bed of sickness. It is only a 
parent’s heart that «ean conceive what were our feelings at this 
irost painful dispensation of Providence ; but I trust that, in 
humble submission to the IJvinc will, 1 * we were enabled to say 
with Elij 4 It is the Lord, lei Him do as seemetb Him good.’ 

** During the week they evidently gTew worse ; and one day, 
as nay wife sat by the bedside, she said to,oar eldest litt% boy* 
who was apparently suffering much pain just then, 4 You seem 
very poorly, love— w Hereabouts are yog so poorly ? 9 To which 
he replied, 4 Oh, mamma, I am poorly all over * 9 His mamma 
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said, * But Jesus will make you better soon, love.’ To which he 
said, with a sweet smile upon his fact'} ‘Yes, mamma, Jesus 
will make me betted off than you can, and give me softer pillows 
to lay my head on than y<Mi can. I love Jesus.’ His mamma 
repeated that sweet verse of' Dj*. Watts,* — 

‘ Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are 

and be said, ‘Yes, I am going to Jesus.^’ He then sang the 
little verse beginning — 

* There is a happy land, 

Far, far away 

“Often during his**llness did he engage most fervently in 
prayer, with his little hands clasped, and his eyes uplifted 
towards heaven. When we talked tp hijn of dying, he was 
very calm and composed; there appeared to be no fear; aijd 
often would he say, ‘ # I shoidd like to die, and go to live with 
Jesus!’ At one time, when speaking to »hirn of dying, and 
asking him if he would like to die, he said, ‘ Yes; but I cannot 
find my way to the door, mamina ! Will yod go with me to 
the lobby end?’ What an expression for a child 1 Was,- 
indeed, the valley so dark that the dear little -lamb, as he was 
about entering,' shrunk for a moment from it, and wished for 
company ? 

“ Mother ! — Father ! that* alley is Mark ; But you must go 
through it alone ; no friend can accompany you ; and nought 
*but the grace of God, find faith in the atoning sacrifice offered 
on Cttlvary, can enatfle you to p&ss through without fear ; if a 
possessor of these, you may then stay, ‘Yea, though I walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, 
for thou art with me, thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.’ 1 

“It was remarkable to see with what patience the dear little 
fellow bore bis sufferings (for they were great), without a 
murmuring word escaping from his lips, ^’he day previous tp 
bis death hp said, ‘ I want to go hntpe ; ’ to wlpcli we replied, 
‘My dear, you <are at ’hora^;’ when he said, ‘ Yes, but I 
want to go to my other * home.’ Several places in which we 
had lived were named, and he>was asked if it Was to any of 
these places that he wished to go, when he replied, ‘No! I 
want to go to my new Iwtne ! 9 During ttih night he repeatedly 
called his little brothef, saying, ‘ John Henryycome with me ! 
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4 iQh> Johnny, coma with m#; if, you, don’t, you will be lost ! ’ 
wh rismg.upin.hed, said, ‘ Mamma, yo^vdll Jay. Jolmuy 
by me, won’t you?’ She said/ Yes, love ! ’ axd she did lay them 
side by side*. The day folio wing he suffered much during the early 
part of the morning ; birt towards the afleriioon he appeared a 
•little easier; and, sitting up in b$3, he asked to kiss each of us, . 
yvhich he did very affectionately ; then clasping his little hands 
together, and looking up towards heaven, he said, 6 0 Jesus! 
bless Danney, and forgive him. for being a naughty boy,', and. 
takv3 t hiin to heaven* when he dies, for Jesus Christ’s sake/ 
Then he sung those beautiful lines of Wesley : — 

‘ Hallelujah to Jesus, who died ton the tree, 

'And raised up a ladder of mercy for me ! * 

After which lie, said, ‘ Mamma, I am going to heaven oai 
a ladder;’ and, directing his eyes towards the Cj^lfiag, he 
exclaimed, ‘Mamma! ‘do you see that man there ? ’—as 
though,, he saw some object which attracted liis attention. These 
were the last wojds he uttered. We* saw him gradually 
sinking during the afternoon ; and about half-past five on the 
evening of Monday, August 1st, his bfifppy spirit winged its' 
flight to that happy land, where sickness and death are nu 
nmre known; and is now joining iu*the r song,\>£ the redeemed 
around the throne of God, — 

1 Arpund the throne o£ God in heaven 
Thousands of children stand, 

Children vAiose sins are all forgiven, 

A holy, happy band, « 

*■ ‘ Sihgiag glorV* glory, glory ! ’ M 

t 

[The eo<l of this interesting story next lupnth, — Ea.] 


THANKSGIVING STORY. 

» ' - * t v 

“ * said, the yo$mgpr of 0 two little girls, as tlvey 

nesiied uader a^coarsa eoverfyj, one bold, night in Decem- 
ber. fell me about Thanksgiving Day, before papa went 
to heaven: % I’m cold and hu*ngry, and* I can’t go to sleep ; 
I want something pice, to think, about/’ r< Hush! ” said 
the elder child “ don’t let dear m&mma hear you— come 
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nearer to me and they laid their cheeks together. "I 
fancy papa was rich. j Be lived in jr verf lies 4ette.‘ I 
know there were pretty pictures on the walls, and there 
were nice velvet chairs, and the carpet was thick and *toft, 
like the mos$*green patches in the wood; and we bad* 
pretty gold-fish on the side-table ; and Tony, my blank 
nurse, used to feed them. And papa — you can’t remember 
papa, Letty — he was tall and grand as $i pripce ; and when 
he smiled, he made me think of angels. He bought me 
toys and sweetmeats, and carried me out to the stable, and 
set me on Romeo’s live back, and laughed bqcause I was 
afraid ! And I used to watsh him coming up the street; 

. and then run to the door to jump in his arms. He was a 
dear, kind papa!” said the chil^, ip a faltering voice. 
“ Don’t cry ! ” said the little one. r“ Please tell me some 
more.” “ Well, Thanksgiving Day we were so happy ; we 
sat around such a large table, with so many people-haunts 
■and uncles and cousins — I can’t think why they never 
come to see us now, Letty. And Betty made such sweet 
pies ; and we had a big, big turkey ! And papa would 
have me sit next to him, and gave me the * wish-bone,’ and 
’all the plums out of his rfmdding^ and alter dinner he 
would take me in his lap, and teU me ‘ Red Riding Hood,’ 
and call me ‘pet,’ and ‘bird,’ and ‘fairy!’ Ohl Letty! 
I can’t tell any more ! — I believe I’m going to cry !” “ I’m 
very cold ! ” said Letty. 41 Does papa know up in heaven 
that we are poor and hungry now ? ” “ Yes — no-— I can’t 

tell!” auswered Mary, wiping away her tears; unable to 
reconcile her ideas of heaven, k with such a thought. 
“ Htish ! mamma will hear ! ” Mamma had heard. ,Th,f 
coarse garment, on which she had toiled ,vince sunrise, 
dropped from her hands, *yrd tears were forcing them- 
selves, thick and fast, throjigh her closed eyelids. The 
simple recital found but too sad an echo in that widowed 
heart .— Fanny Fern, 
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FRAGMENTS^FQE SPARE MOMENTS. 

THE HINDOO PRIEST AND THFZbABY. 

When the Hindoo/priest is aUmt to baptize an infanl 
•he utters the following beautiful sentiment : — u Littk 
babe, thou entered&t the world weeping, while ^11 around 
thee smiled ; contrive so to live that you may depart in 
smiles, while ajl around you weep/* 

1 SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF LITTLE CHILDREN. 

The Dead Mother's Baby. — (t Sister/ 1 said a little one, 
whose mother’s gr&ve had been white with the snows ot 
one«winter, ,f I‘think I ought.to die ?f Do you think I am 
good now ? I want to l>e good, for I want to die, and go 
where ma is ; she will ponder why I do not come. I am 
her baby ; and she has been standing by the g$te # up in 
Heaven, ever since she went there, r and watching every 
baby that comes in to see if it is not me.” 

- Trying an Ewperimer^. — A loud and distressful cry was 
heard proceeding from an upper room, and nimble feet 
hurried thither; for the outcry was alarming. ( ‘Miss Katy 
stood supporting the body of the pussy, whose head she 
had pushed through fi knot-hole in the door. She was 
screaming dolefully; 4 and« calling for an axe to open the 
door. Help was found, and pussyjs head released, and 
when Katy wafc asked to exfdain how it happened that she 
ever came into such a position, the child sobbed out, M l 
always heard everybody say a cat would go through any- 
where when she could £et her head in, and I was only 
going to try and ^ct mine, to do it.” 

NOTICES pF BOOKS. 

Biblical Literature, iVo. iV. Lpndon t Freeman. 

A. valuable work for our young friends. 

Arny'j J tyret iPrial. By Sarah Bird. London : B. L. Green. 

A pretty, touching tale, which we are sure our young Mends will 
Hjke v particularly when we tell them we have been assured by the 
withor that it is all true. 
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THE SISTER'S INFLUEJICE.r~No. II. 

Am I my brother's keeper ?” 

Mary Anne YorkliA, when a l\ftle girl, obtained, in 
> the household which she lflade glad by her presence, the 
pet namew of 4t Little May.” Her happy, buoyant spirits 
suggested this name by her initials ; and, like a bright ray 
of sunshine on a spring morning, littlg May gladdened by 
her presence \ the home circle. As she grew up sh^ was 
still a bright and joyous creature, who always seemed to 
live on the sunny side of £his life of ours ; and ^hen adverse 
circumstances occur^e/1 in her home, causing everybody to 
frown or look unhappy, the bright glance of her eye seemed 
to say, “ I see light in that cloud, too.” 

May ^yas an only daughter ; but,eis she had never been 
spoiled by over-indulgence in her childhood, she was 
neither selfish nor conceited. Her three brothers were 
•certainly very unlike her, but ovei; them all she had great 
influence. Ernest, a fiye, noble, benevolent youth, often 
came to herewith his plans and thoughts fof the happiness 
of others ; and Walter, who loved himself far better than 
anybody else, could sehloiw venture into the full sunlight 
of her gaze, when he had been acting-out the dark shades 
of his ^character. IJarford, her eldest brother, has often 
been heard to sa^ he did ndt want # the ’society of girls, 
and yet he often found himseft* very happy with May 
leaning on his arm, at the very time he intended to. be in 
other society. 

S€ Will you go to Church with rae, Walter, this morning ?” 
asked May, one Sabbath. , ” No, lister faine, I intend goijjg 
elsewhere.; 6ne day in^feven vs i#^|t too much to get a little 
leisurable pleasure.” " Oh# no, to be stire not,” replied 
May ; adding, “ Lhave’morje pleasure on the # Sabbath than 
on any other day.”’ “ Oh! yes, you, I dare say — you are 
a little enthusiast ; I am not. I don’t %all going to Church 
pleasure ” you ftmind me, dear Walter* of Sam @ardy. 

VOL. VII. H 
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I had a chat with hipi after lie went to spend the day at 
his sister’s, at Ivy.’* j te Had you ? Oh J Sam is a jolly 
fellow; what did he tell you?” “I a£kcd him how he 
liked his trip ? ‘Why, Miss,’ said he, ‘ to tell you the 
f truth, I was three clays repeating of it, like, for I never 
felt so tired in all my hard work, in our busiest time ; and* 
I see now, w^ell enough, that people are right who say that 
Church-going folks have hold of the right end of the stick, 
for* they do get rest, and are ready for Monday’s work; 
but, bless me, if my poor bones didn’t ache a good one 
for three blessed days after my Sunday’s pleasure.’ I was 
obliged to run c away, for I wasafraitf. l should be rude 
enough to laugh outright, and I did not wish to hurt liis 
feelings,” “ Ah w ell ! May, but I can understand old 
Sam in this matter ;^but I don’tjhink 1 shall go with you, 
sister mine, but I will walk to^ the dopr, and then I shall 
see what comes riext.” Walter did walk to the door, and 
then he walked, inside the old Church and took his seat. 
Years passed on ( hut still May was the spring of pleasure 
in her father’s -house. Harford was in practice in a neigh- 
bouring town, but he often ran home to have a gossip, as 
he called it, with his happy fairply. One morning he rode 
over to breakfast, and, accosting his sister, he said, Ma}', 
I am come to make an important request ; I have taken a 
house, and I must;, have a. # housekeeper.” May smiled. 
‘*Ah! you may smile, but I want no other than your very 
own self ; I am free to acknowledge I trace all my good 
fortune to your sisterly influence ; will you come?” “I 
must; consult papa and mamma first, and, if they have no 
objection, I willfyoin vpu for a while.” “Ah! you sly 
thing, and you will talk^the, matter over with somebody 
else, you are ready to say. ^Vell ! w r ell!oIIugh is a dear 
good fellow. But I must have you for six months to 
settle my house.” 

' May consented, ft the request of her parents, and for 
sotae months ^ercised all her influence in making her 
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brother’s home 1 happy ; and this s^une brother is often 
heard to say, ev$n now, that he attributes all his success in 
life to his sister's counsel, example, piety, and influence. 
May has another home wow, and sheymay be seen teaching 
little brothers and sisters the secret df making home happy,* 


THE YOUNG MOTHER’S* DANGER. 

“ Who can tell what will be on the morrow ?“ 

There she sat, that youthful mother, with four little 
boys at her feet, a^d one in her arms. • A sister-in-law 
entered with a blanched cheek, afid tearful eyes. “Oh! 
Agnes,” she cxflaimed, “young Mrs. Moss is dead, and 
her baby ; end I am afraid she was not prepared.” V HoW 
shocking*!” exclaimed the^oung mother ; “is it true?” 
“ Yes, too true ; one hour she was as Veil as usual, the 
•next she was insensible, and opened her ^yes in eternity. 
Oh ! Agnes, we ought all to be Ch*ristijyis, that we may be 
ready for our sfllemn dangers ; they are all about a mother’s 
path.” Mrs. "Oswald wept bitterly, while the little one 
on her lap tried to catch the tears with its little, fat, chubby 
hand. At length she replied, Martha, I do hope 

some day to be a Christian.” 

What did you say, young mother ? # “ You hope, some 
day !” Why, you need all the graces now, more than in 
any other period of your life. Now you have to traiii these 
immortal beings. Now you are* moulding them for the 
future of this life, and the next. Now they must learn of 
you the road to happiness and ^eaven *>but, if you know 
not the road* how can .you t,£acl| tliern ? And what tTben? 
Why, then theji will* go forth into the •world, it may be, a 
pest to society, a daily source of trouble to you, and mise- 
rable themselves. Look upon those pretty befys, with thek 
bright sparkling eyes, their beautifully jmoukled limbs^ and 
active minds. Shall they not be trainejl by a Christian 
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mother ? " Yes,” you say, *•“ I hope so, by-and-by. . I 

am too busy now*.” Ah ! but who told you that your life 
would last till to-mlrrow? Yesterday, (Mrs. Moss was 
alive ; she hoped to he a Christian some day, but, alas ! 
that day never came, t&he was J^urried into eternity, in the 
midst of all her family bustle, without .one moment’s 
warning. 'Where is she now ? Ah ! where ? Where may 
you be to-morrow, young mother? You cannot say ; put 
off ^pything, everything, rather than the preparation for 
eternity ; for, having that business settled, you are safe for 
this w r orld and the next, and your children shall rejoice on 
earth and in* heaven for the blessitig of having been trained 
by a Christian mother. There are some young mothers* 
we believe, at this moment crying, in the bitterness of lost 
hope, “The harvest is past, the summer is ended, but we 
are not saved !” Shall it be sojvith you ? Look 1 at your 
hoys, and think of their immortal destiny, before you 
answer the question. 


ENCOURAGEMENT FOR PIOUS MATHERS. 

Doubtless there are times in your history, pious . 
mother, when you ar& cast down amidst your many and 
varied and momentous duties. You look for the good 
seed you have sown to spring up, and you begin to fear 
it is lost. You do not see the young hearts influenced by 
God’s Spirit* while your sons and daughters are with you 
in<the homestead; and w;hen they go forth into the world, 
you dread lest they may fall by the flrst temptation that 
they meot in the ,fi|ith of /life among strangers. Oh, how 
anxiously you entreated lC t^at son, who lately lpft the home 
of his father, to seek Jesus as his *best e companion, his 
truest friend ! How your heart sank- as the train moved off 
from your vkw, hearing your treasurcJ Ah, but remem- 
ber, good mother, that ^al though your son is far away from 
the sound of your voice, he is not beyond the influence of 
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your prayers ; *let these folTow hipj, and live on in hope 
that the world’s wanderer may yet Jje found sitting at the 
foot of the cro&, serving Ills own mother’s God. Listen 
to the testimony of one*such son 

“ Well I remember,' ” says«G — • B-^-*, our correspondent* 
iC when a lad .of sixteen, leaving my dear and pious mother. 
The coacfi was about to carry me to London, where I bad no 
friend to give me counsel. She had prayed earnestly with me, 
and with many tears she said — ‘ Now, my son, since we must 
part, the Lord go with thee, and protect and bless thee, and 
give thee power to resist temptation.’ Then, as the stage-coach 
drove from the village, I saw her straining her eyes to watch 
me as I passed a\vay w As she prayed that bey heavenly Father 
would protect and Jttide me, did* He hear her, think you ? 
Well, we shall sae. When I reached the abode of strangers, in 
London, oh how I thought of that parting day ! *1 had not been 
long froiii home before a simre was laid for me. I was* a poor 
lad, with little money in pocket, and wa9 lacking many 
things I greatly needed. At this moment an old man, who 
ought to laive taught me better, tempted me to rob my master. 
Oh, how I felt in that dangerous hoifr the power of my mother’s 
teaching tyid prayers ! Her spirit seemed to stand before me, 
saying agaiik Jhe parting words, — ‘ The Lore! go with thee, 
and protect and bless thee, and give thee power to resist 
temptation.’ I was enabled to resist temptation, and to this 
day look upon this circumstanqe # as tfye turning point in my 
life. The joy and gratitude that filletf my good mother’s mind 
were great, indeed,. when she hgard the particulars of this* my 
first real trial, and I humbly hope jtliat her prayers and hopes 
will all be heard and realised. She still lives (at least, so I 
hope) to rejoice with me. 1 will just mention one ottyer cir- 
cumstance as briefly us possible : — • 

“THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL IfcOY. 

“ A lad with whom I^vdnt to stnhSol A quite the tefror»of 
the village, though blessed with wcelleqt parents, who were 
ever watching over him with prayerful solicitude. He was one 
of those wayward/ wicked, stubborn -hear ted, ungrateful boys, 
upon whom the most affectionate entreaties were lost ; his good 
father was at the head of the Sabbath gchoo* in our. village — 
but often was the tvjiote school thrown into^an uproar, and the 
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rest of the boys terrified by this'iad’s resistance to bis teacher's 
orders. At length it if as found necessary to expel him. He 
was then admitted into (toother Sabbath school, and again cast 
out. His father prayed, his mother entreated, but all in vain; 
lie left his home and ^frent to Canada; after long years of 
prayers and tears, his gootl parental till hoped on. One morning, 
as they sat at breakfast in their humble cottage, a letter came ; 
it told them of their prodigal — of his being happy— married — 
and, we would hope, a good man, 6 alive from the dead.’ Thus, 
the c seed sown, in tears grew up in a far distant land, giving 
promise of good fruit. Let pious parents be encouraged to 
labour on in faitli and love; ye shall reap, if ye faint not, in 
time or eternity." 


THE TWO BROTHERS. 

(Continued from p. 118.) 

u The other dear boy suffered exceedingly, but bore all his 
sufferings with great* patience. One day, when he appeared to 
be in great pain, liis mamma said to him, 4 When Johnny is 

better we will go to , and gather pretty flowers in the 

fields to which lie replied, ‘ Yes, mamma, vhen that man 
has filled those tvvo bury -holes up, and I go to ipgr new home, 
then we will gather flowers and he laid particular stress on 
the word then. During the illness of his brother, when lying 
in the same bed with him, he would rise up and look with 
affectionate earnestness at him ; but, unable to say much, would 
lie down again. At the time he was dyi,ng, he sat up and 
viewed him with a countenance expressive of deep feeling and 
sympathy. lie was shortly removed from the bed and taken 
into another room, but he anxiously watched the door, as though 
expecting to see liis brother he, however, made no remark, and 
asked no question, but vve felt convinced that there was a 
feeling in the childVmind tbit his brother was dead. 

On the day he was infeed, he spoke not a word until the 
corpse was removed down stars, when fye said in great earnest- 
ness, rising up in bed, ‘Bring Danny hach to me; I want 
Danny V and in this strain he continued to call out for his 
brother nearly all the time we were absent from the house. He 
passed a night of extreme suffering, and on the following day he 
appeared in great pain. During the morning he expressed a 
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Wijjh to kiss us dll, and in a Vuost affectionate manner he did 
kiss us, as though he might have known it was the last 
time he was to* # kiss us. But he particularly clung to liis 
mamma, throwing his little arms around her neck, saying, 
several times, 1 I do love ^ou, my owr^dear mamma.’ Being 
exhausted with this effort he^ay down again. • 

“ On the bed, beside where his mamma was sitting, there was 
laid a hymn book ; his little eyes caught a glance of it, anti 
rising on his hands and knees, though quite exhausted, he crept 
towards it, and taking it in his little dying* hands, h^ said, 

4 Sing, mamma, : * at the same time giving it to her; but the 
mother’s heart was too full to sing. I was out, or I should have 
endeavoured to sing, if but one verse, for the dying lamb. He 
lay down again, and 4 \ve perceived him gradually sinking ; he 
spoke not again, antf ‘about four a’clock on the afternoon of 
Saturday, August 6th, without a sigh or a struggle, his happy 
spirit joined his little brother in tin* realms of everlasting bliss, 
where alb is perfect happiness and joy. On Tuesday, ’August 
9th, his remains were laid &side his brother in the same grave, 
and there they rest, side by side, until that glorious morning 
• when the^ shall be ealled from their resting fllace to receive at 
the bauds of their Lord a i crown’ and ( a yiansion which fadeth 
not away. 7 * 

“ Heavy a«d sore as was the trial, yet I trust in all these 
things we saw a Father’s hand, and were led in meek submis- 
sion to exclaim, ‘ The Lord gave aijd the J^ord hath taken 
away ; blessed be the name of the JLord.i May we, each one, 
who read this account, like the two little brothers, be found 
prepared, whenever the messenger of deqfh shy.ll be sent to call 
us, so that we, like they, may ent^r into that rest which is 
prepared for the people of God. 

. “ Manchester, February, 1834 .” 


A FEW OF THOMAS SXE^CY’S THOUGHTS ON 
•THE TUBBING POINT. 

Some months *^go we 'made the readers of <£ The 
Mothers’ Friend” acquainted with Thongs Steady, who 
ascribed the secret of, his success m ftfo to always sflnply 
h 2 
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speaking the truth — we say, ••simply speaking the truth, 
because we happen to Jcnow some who, though they speak 
the truth, so overlay St with the imaginings of their own 
minds, as to render it very difficult to distinguish the 
one from the other, .thir friend’s "bold stand for the truth 
had opened a way for his firs!’ preferment — now he had 
l$ft the warehouse, and taken his seat in the dingy 
counting-house, .surrounded by journals, lettcr-bopks, 
ledgers, &c. Ii* thi&confined space and murky atmosphere 
he spent many years of his life. 

“One day,” said he, “I was seated at my desk — on 
my right was a window lookiug into a busy street. To 
prevent distraction, the window was. Roughly painted, but 
by way of a little amusement we had scratched a small 
hole, so that, by applying the eye close, we had a pretty 
extensive range. I was thus employed one day, when, 
ori the opposite side, I observed two men engaged in 
earnest conversation : close by, was a little dog. ( I wonder 
which is his master, thought I. Just then, they walked 
to the end of the 1 street, shook hands, and parted ; the 
dog following the gentleman who turned the corner. This 
turning point was a revealer of secrets, and I began to 
apply it in a variety of nays. 

“There was young John Evans, thought I; a steady 
and obliging lad, who passed through his apprenticeship 
with credit, and entered upon life successfully ; but pros- 
perity was too much for him — this was his turning point, 
and his true character was revealed — he fell. 

“ Again — Mary Bright entered a family in early life — 
continued there tib the efyjldren went out into the w r orld; 
one of those, her favou^re young master, had not been 
long in business before Ae Was taken seriously ill; at 
great inconvenience, but with the fullest confidence, Mary 
was sent to his housekeeper 5 here* she became ac- 
quainted with those who turned her from the path of truth 
and righteousness— -'she* betrayed h^r trust, and left in 
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disgrace — it ^as the ttirnipg point, and revealed the true 
secret of her character. • 

‘‘There was # Emily Ford, she f lived* with a friend of 
mine* as housemaid. She was the \ery pink of neatness 
and order — perhaps i little too 'fond of dress, but so 
obliging, so good-natured? she was a universal favourite. 
Often I thought, as she let me out — * You will one day 
majke some man happy, Emily, with your smiling looks 
and kind ways.’ Well, as a very natural Jdiing, Emily did 
get married, and circumstances so turned up that T heard 
nothing of her for several years ; till, one day, I was 
passing along the street, and met a stout, # dirty-looking 
w'oman, miserably ^v css ed*with one child in her arms and 
another dragging at her tattered* and dirty gown ; but her 
countenance struck me — I lookec^ inquiringly — yes, it was 
my old* acquaintance, homily Ford.* I saw she knew me, 
but somehow or other both passed on, and I have not 
seen her since. The cares of wedded life became her 
turning point, anfl. the secret of her true character was 
developed.” 

From al^ this we Jearn the important Ic'sson : — That we 
can say of no man what he will be from what he is — 
circumstances bring out%charactei; ; let gs say, — “ Lord,, 
keep me, and I shall be kept.”, M. B. 


'THE DELICATE AND INDUSTRIOUS YOUNG 
MOTHER— No, II, 

“ I am obliged to parse\ere.” 

How often does it happen oursflves to foci perhaps 
weary and ill during* the. jlayjMvhen^we are inclined to 
give up our employments and sit d<^vn listlessly by the 
fire. If we can. persevere, perhaps we shall feel all the 
better for it an hour or two hence, than ff we had been 
doing nothing. How* often do^e^rise»in the morning 
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with such an accumulation of work on hand, that we 
hardly know where totbegin, and give over after a time 
from sheer hopelessnesl. Persevere, is the best advice ; 
as soon as one thing is fione, begin another. 

A mother knows her. children ought to have a walk in 
tfe morning ; she feels unwilling to move, and seeks an 
excuse for keeping them at home. “ Persevere ! ” the air 
and exercise that will refresh your children, will recruit 
your ♦•spirit also f you will not be sorry, when it is over, 
that yon obliged yourself to persevere. 

The Christian’s course is sometimes long and lonely, 
and discouraging and weary. II# is inclined to sit down 
and steep, or look to the world ground £iim for excitement 
and recreation — the world is inviting, and«he relaxes his 
vigilance and bonforriis awhile to its ways ; or the world 
is threatening, and he "yields sonfe point of principle to 
escape its laugh, or delude its persecution. In such a case, 
he cannot too forcibly be reminded that to persevere is 
his only course of safety* — turn neither to the right hand, 
nor to the left ; expect not rest till the night compth, when 
no man can work. There are hours for rest,r»nd seasons 
for relaxation; but the spirit that I would warn myself 
and others againSt is, that of yielding to difficulties, and 
needlessly succumbing und^r the daily trials of life. 

A few weeks later I paid my promised visit to r Mrs. 
Thorn ; her baby was grovyn heavier, her hands were full 
of work, and her husband was at home sick ; but she was 
herself "much stronger — she had persevered, and had not 
been the worse for it ; $nd, in spite of the many trials and 
troubles o f f life, of *which Ahe assured me she had not a 
few* she greeted me^witlm.' bright’ welcome,; and she met 
her railway companion w#$i a* sweet smile. I could see, 
by looking around me, that she kept her rooms tidy and 
clean ; her little parlour had everything, to make it com- 
fortable, not to, say ornamental, in the way of chimney 
oraairhnts, the chea*p glass and pictures, of which the 
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poor are so fond. I left her some tracts, finding it not 
then a suitable time for conversation. Perhaps some word 
in them may be«to her what her wirds — “ Tm obliged to 
persevere ,, — have been to me. E. G. 


tile!y were never children. 

We talk of Adam and Eve as having been, before the 
fall, in a very happy condition — Ifut dne thing; they 
missed — they were never children. True. We never 
thought of that. Adam never played marbles. He never 
played “ hokey.” He rifever drove a tandem of boys with 
a string. He neveVskateS on a pond, or played " Rail,” 
or rode down hill on a hand-sleigh. And Eve, she never 
made a play-house ; she never todk t£a witK another little 
girl, from the tea table S0, out witil the toy tea things ; 
she never rolled a hoop, of pieced a baby quilt, or dressed 
a doll. .They never played “ blind man’s buff/* or 
“ pussy wants a corner,” or "hufly burly*” or any of the 
games with which childhood disports itself. -How blank 
their age must have been, wherein no memories of early 
youth came welling up in their hearts, no visions of child- 
hood floating back from tfte long past, n<? mother’s voice 
chanting a lullaby to the ear of* fanfcy in the still hours of 
the night, no father’s words of kindness speaking from the 
churchyard where he sleeps. ^Ydam and Eve, and they 
alone, of all the countless millions of men and women that 
have ever lived, had no childhood. 


FEMALE SC^IPTURtfWHAftACTERS. 

REBEIvAH. 

• 

The presents recorded as bestowed on Re^ekah, though 
of great weight, were such as are worn by Eastern females, 
who load their persons with heavy* gold chains, and jewels 
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of all kinds. The ring for tb§ face is the grnamcnt worn 
in one of the nostrils, frequently so large as to touch the 
chin. Entirely uneducated, and treated as<* slaves by their 
husbands, the attention and time of such females are 
necessarily given to (jress and ornament. How far pre- 
ferable is the lot of the Christian wife, admitted to share 
her husband’s table, his cares and his joys! We are 
reminded here of the apostolic rule for the dress* of 
Christian womer — l/Tim. ii., 9, 10. 

The errand of Eliezer being told, the family of Rebekah 
readily bowed to what was the evident will of God. 
Rebekah as readily consented to caecept what was really a 
prospect of a holy and happy, as welJUis a wealthy union, 
and departed, taking with her her old nurse, of whose 
subsequent death we read in Gen. ^xxv. 8. Like her 
mother-in-law Sarah, Rebekah lmd long to wait v ere the 
promised seed was bestowed. length God listened to 
the prayer of Isaac. We gather from the history that 
Rebekah, in perplexity, , sought the throne of grace, and 
received ft „ full and gracious reply, with a revelation of 
God’s pufpcscs'concerning her unborn oilspring. Mothers ! 
do you carry your troubles to the same place, and you 
will find the same car open to your cry, the same hand 
stretched forth to aid you. 

Our next page in the history of Rebekah exhibits the 
sad effects of A lialit indulged by some parents, of pre- 
ferring one child above" another in their affection and 
attentions. There would be much in the home-loving 
Jacob to win for him the love of his mother, whilst her 
high-spirited and ^carcles^ Esau was the darling of his 
father Isaac. Parentf^ there should be no difference 
shown in your love .for y<jj*.r children. Even whjeu under 
discipline or punishment, your wayward child should feel 
that you love him tenderly, and chastise him because you 
, so love him. 

We are all familiar with the deceit practised on Isaac 
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by bis younger Son, at &e suggestion of his mother. 
Kebekah, blinded by inordinate fcfindness, forgot that God. 
will not permit human interfereifce in the fulfilment of 
His decrees. The blessing was given, but the mother was 
soon punished by the exile from .home of him for whom 
she had committed so jjjreat a sin. We do not read that 
she ever*saw liim again. Mothers ! never hide from your 
husbands the faults of your children, especially of your 
sons. Never, by underhanded management, assist in 
deceiving the one or screening the other from deserved 
punishment. 

We have no further record of Rebekali’s.life or death. 
May we not trus^tbat Mie trjal sent after her sm was 
blessed to licr-s- that she was brought to rest her love upon 
the Messiah who was to come, and on Him •alone, 

L.-S. T. 


THE TRIED MOTIIEIJ. 

(Continued from p. lO^.J 

Presently Frederick and John came running in from 
school, exclaiming, t( Mother ! mother ! father and Mary 
are coming! Where ha& Mary b«cn wifrh father?” The 
agitated mother looked up with a^enishment, exclaiming, 
“ Hcyv can it be! where has she been with her father?” 
Soon the father entered, anef the mfbterf was cleared up. 
Mary had stolen away to her father’s shop, knowing, from 
experience, that whether right or wrong he always jtook 
her part. 

As the husband entered, littje Mary crouching 
beneath his arm, he exclaimed, an {angry tone, “. WJiat 
have you Been doing ft thlsf pcly child? She ran down to 
the shop without any bonnet, terrified out of her senses.” 
“ Mary has been very naughty,” said th^ poor mother, 
almost choked with emotion. “ No, I haven’t,” said the 
pert little girl, in a sullen tone, dfawMig still closer to her 
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father. Come, let us have dinner,” said 'the husband, 
“ and as I go to, my work I’ll take Mary back to her 
school.” 1 

Heavily dragged on the remaining hours of the day to 
the poor tried mother, and at night, when her little family 
were all hushed in sleep, she explained to her husband 
Mary’s conduct and her own, and entreated him, with many 
tears, as he valued her peace of mind and her children’s 
well-being, to unite wfcli her in training them in accordance 
with the word of God. 

Fathers, many of you will read this paper ; allow us to 
entreat you to cooperate in every *way ^you can with the 
anxious mothers of your children in the wise discipline of 
home. Never allow your children to imagine for a moment 
that their father and toother are not agreed in their 
management ; and if at any time Jqu. really differ in your 
opinion, let the matter be discussed when the eyes and ears 
of your little household are closed in sle^p. In vain may 
the mother try to le^d her children in the narrow path, if 
the father, ^uy .his unwise indulgence, counteracts her 
efforts. 


“THE WORST CHILDREN IN THE WORLD.” 

r x 

We once heard a mother say, with a very serious air, 
** Beally, mine are the most tiresome and very worst 
children in the world : they tell untruths, and deceive me 
in every possible manney.” We were much, very much 
grieved,’ and yet we .could ij»jt help looking with great sus- 
picion upon that parent,*^ d saying to ourselves, “ ’Tis 
true, they were shap^n in ftdqufty, and conceived in sin, in 
common with all Adam’s children, yet is there no fault 
attributable to ♦ you — their mother? Have you, day by 
day, endeavoured to lead them in the way they should 
go? Have you watched " 1 every little Fin, or the beginning 
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of. sin, and .administered *to the # erring one a gentle 
reproof— a reproof prompted by Ibve? • Have you told 
them to try to fhiitate the blessed Jesus, the Saviour of 
sinners, the meek an 4 lowly one/ who was obedient to 
His parents — whose wholejife was*loVe ? If you have not 
faithfully discharged this-rfuty, do not condemn them thus, 
because by far the greater portion of blarnfe is attached to 
you, and maybe your children will rise up against you in 
the last great day, and bear record to *mis£aken trust."*' — 
Selected by A. A. C. C. 


MASTERS AND SERVANTS. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF*No! III. 

li Masters, give unto your llfriants that which is just and equal. ” 

This i^ God’s direction, and it receive^ illustration in 
that employer who weighs the peculiar jyessure of changing 
seasons on* his*servants ; the wage that comfortably sufficed 
to provide fdbd and clothing this year, may be wholly 
inadequate the next. Tfce upright man does not cast 
about for other men at the same price, but increases the 
supply of those he has about fiim." It is seen, also, in 
reasoifttble hours of* toil; he. consult^ hujnan endurance, 
and fixes his claim accordingly. • It is seen in the careful- 
ness with which he apportions his payments, when made in 
corn or meal ; not exacting a price exceeding that *which 
his servant would give elsewhere, but if there are fractions, 
giving to the poor the IdvanfJjge. f # rhe upright man 
revolts at the advantage which if is in ms power to fa*ke M 
his dependents., Odce more, it*s sea& in* his anxiety to 
provide for his labourers a* regular and steady series of 
employment ; not availing himself of their® labour when 
busy seasons make them so profitable, |nd a«on discharging 
them when the return* to the employer is small; but he 
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desires that there sho.uld be mutual participation — the 
servant shall have* that ^rhich is just and ecpaal. 

The upright servant regards as his own the property of 
every kind placed bene&th his care." You do not hear him 
announce with careless* indifference the casualties that 
attend all property, animate or inanimate ; oit the contrary, 
y6u see in every instance real concern, a sympathy with Ms 
employer, that cannot be mistaken. Space will not permit 
a special enumeration of subjects ; every servant will recur 
to his own particular calling, and he may feel confident 
that integrity demands the state of feeling referred to. lie 
is not only careful to avoid losses personally, but lie dili- 
gently preserves his trust from injury by others. Who 
does not see the strangeness of the notion, that a servant 
shall see his fellow-servant plundering his employer, and 
excuse his silence by a pretended-^lea of unwillingness to 
injure the thief? Can this be integrity? Let conscience 
answer; yet we fear it is very common. Thfc upright 
servant scrupulously fills his master’s time; the hour 
appointed sees him at his post ; the season for refreshment 
is not exceeded ; the evening witnesses his faithful fulfil- 
ment. Once more, the upright -servant is industrious and 
persevering ; not a loiterer ; not disposed with slovenly 
haste to hurry over a* prescribed task, leaving his work 
worse than unfinished — externally done but internally 
neglected — deceiving his master and disgracing himself. . 

Ma^- our plain remarks fulfil the Scripture — “ A word 
to the wise is sufficient !” 


TJEGi^ EARLY. 

I)ODDRIDGE’s tt MOTHER. 

About one* hundred and fifty years ago there lived, in a 
stiffed street in London, a tradesman and his wife, who, 
with fbany misgivings, watched the -slender form and pale 
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cheek of a little boy, tbefr only son, and, with one ex- 
ception, the sole survivor of twenty children. The utmost 
that they dared to hope for, as \he result of parental 
faithfulness, was, that “ poor little* Philip” might, by the 
grace of God, be prepared for ai> early death. For this 
they laboured, and pray^jjf and wept together. The chim- 
n^y of tfie family room, where they usually sat after their 
evening meal, was ornamented, according to a fashion which 
had been imported from Holland, with a Series of gainted 
tiles. On these tiles were pictured, with rude taste, scenes 
and events recorded in the Scriptures. There, “ in deep 
blue, on a grouncLof glistening white, ” # werfe Adam and 
Eve and the serpSit ; next in -order were Elisha’s hears, 
devouring the irreverent children. Then followed Joseph, 
and the pit into which his brethren cast him. And here, 
at the Aid of the serie§£ we may suppose, stood the stern 
men who frowned on the* little children as they came to 
Christ. < 

Those pictured tiles were to 9( pooj little Philip’s” un- 
lettered mother more •precious than the ,gehi of Ophir; 
they were her pictorial Bible. In her homely way, she 
expounded them to her son, as he was seated by her side 
in the old arm-chair. She poured into h*s curious ear her 
rude but truthful conceptions* of loan’s lost condition, of 
God’* wonderful .providence and of Hi§ more wonderful 
grace. She found a willing pupil. God’s truth, extracted 
by maternal diligence from that painted wall, sank deep 
into the pale boy’s heart. Hi$ delicate sensibilities grew 
around it, and became rooted in dts embrace. '"The dis- 
tinguishing feature of hi*|Jroutl|ful pietywas a V>ve of the 
Bible ; it grew with h^ grywth|ind strengthened with his 
strength*; it fashioned itself iu Che dopths of his soul, into 
the germ of a hiddea pufpose, which the providence *0? 
God at length deraloped. * Thirty years afterwards, when 
the liev. Dr. Philip .Doddridge ^as engaged in the work 
of composing the “Family Expositor?’ he traced bdfek the 



J3S A MOTHER WHO WOULD NOT SUBMIT. 

impulse which, by the grace of God, had ihQved him tp 
that work, to thoae old Butch tiles which had been the 
text-book of his early lessons in his mother^ arm-chair. 


A MOTHER WHO WOUA® NOT SU-BM^T. 

A mother bent o’er her suffering babe, 

Seeking to/jom{prt and hoping to save, — 

She pillowed his head on her aching breast, 

His parched lips bathed as he sank to rest. 

And as she marked his feverish breath, 

She though^her infant was sinking in death, 

'And, clasping her hands, in accents' wild, 

Cried — “ Father of Mercies, oh, spare my child ! ” 

j * ( 

33 ut her infant grew weaker ayd weaker each dav, 
And still more earnest did tha<yaother pray ; 

She gazed in tears on her beautiful boy — 

She could not bear that her child should die. 

Her prayed were marked by their fervent tone, 
Euktli^ will of 11 heaven was not Jier own- 
Her only prayer was that cry so wild. 

That Death’s cold hand should not take her child. 

She prayed«rao£ — “(Lord, if K be thy will, 

Spare him, oh, sp^re l*im to me still ! 

Yet, not my will, but thine, O GocJ — 

Give — give* me strength to bear the rod ; 

And if my infant is spared to me, 

Lord, grant that he may live to thee ! ” 

Mot thus — not thus did that mother crv, 

f “ 

But only that Death might spare her boy ! 

That cry w&s*i|eard~^ liseas# passed o’er — 

’Arid her boy was a pwyful plult^once more ; ( 

Years fled'awa^ — lie\o manhood, grew — 

But that mother far greater* sorro.w knew ] 

For he tj-od a reckless course of sin, * 

And his mother’s love was nought to him ! 

He slighted hei\waimings — he laughed at her fears, 
Though he sjiw her grief and her fitter tears ! 
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Now the sands of her life were. nearly rim. 

And that mother must leave h^r only son. 

In sorrow^, her heart to God had been given — 

She was hastening now to her home in heaven ; 

But her earthly treasure— the. child of her love, 

Had he died a babe,J \ ley had met above ! 

A#d now she niourhed o’er that cry so wild, 

When she wrestled with God for the life of her child. 

M. A. E. 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS, 

IVIIiftS OF THE AIR. 

The Preacher iAimates* that, it is unsafe to curse the 
king, lest the birds of the air should carry the voice, and 
“that which hath wings shall telk thfe matter.” But this 
is not oonfined to king^ There ft no telling what birds 
are listening when we spedk in private^ and it is never safe 
to speak # of others what we would not be willing that they 
should hear. The best and safest rule is never to say that 
of anothg* which we would not be wiftingjd’at he should 
hear. If »lk would act on this principle, then the tale- 
bearer would be forced to pursue some honourable calling, 
and the careless speak e? would n^ more *be put to shame 
by being confronted with his frftiid«$hom he has traduced. 
Read* to your children about these “ birds of the air/'jn 

* • • A • 

the 1 Oth chapter of Ecclesiastes^ and talk to them of the 
matter, that they may learn to keep the door of their lips. 

WISHING JOY! 

The good John Newton on^ day called upon a /amily 
whose house and goods had destroyed by*fire. He 
found its pious inistucss in tijfcs. *1 Madam,” said fie 
“ I give* you joy !” • Surprise®, ani half offended, she 
exclaimed, “ What ! joy thal all my property is consumed V 9 
“I give you joy,”* he replied, “that you Rave so* much 
property that no fire can touch 1” * Mgther*! have you such 
treasures ? 
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SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Little George's Request . — This little fellcw was exceed- 
ingly fond of cake. .One day his mother had some friends 
coming to tea, so, seating her little boy by the fire, and 
giving him a slice of cake, she mid, “Now, George,, you 
must be a very good, quiet little boy. The friends are 
coming into tea now, and you must sit still and eat y >ur 
cake,, Do not Jtrouble mamma till they are all done. I 
have given you a large slice, so you must not ask me for 
more.” George was a dear, good little fellow, and he 
wanted to mind his mother, but the cake went so very 
soon! He sat ldoking at his firgers, afid picking up every 
crumb ; then his eyes glanced longingly towards the table, 
and the next moment the company were astonished, and 
not a little amused, if 'the truth must be told, by hearing 
an entreating voice, from a lktlfe kneeling figure, with 
bowed head and clasped hands, saying, in a silver voice, 
** O God, give George another piece of cake. Please do." 

Solomon’s racis. ( 

t( There, dear,” said a father to a little girl, “ there is a 
beautiful flower for you ; more beautiful than Solomon in 
his glory.” Tin, next morning me flower was faded, and 
the petals fell over the Fase? " Papa ! papa !” said the child, 
“ come and see the flower ; it is Solomon in his rags now.” 

NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

Pictorial Pages . Vol, I. London : Partridge and Co. 

A cheap little periodical, worthy the support of all who feel any 
interest in -the young. 

Five Hundred Questions on Scripture History , with a Chart. By 
M. L. Moore.'* i^ondon p Hamilton and Co. 

■We cordially recommend cheap little work to mothers and 
teachers. 4 V ' H 

A Lecture. By William Bettle. London: TVeedie, Strand. 

Those who are interested in the tefaperance movement, and have a 
little cash to spa^e, would do well to circulate this lecture. 

A Pap&r on Climbing Boys. Manchester : H. Bradshaw. 

We do hope mothers yvill feel the importance of doing all they can 
to puCdown the cruelty of forcing little J)oys into the destructive 
practice of sweeping chimneys. 
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RECOLLECTION S OF CSILIIHOOJD.—No. VIII. 

Of all the thirfgs that memory defights to dwell upon, of 
our early days, are the* fc>oks and word's of those dear ones 
who are gone down to dwelt among'th’e mighty dead. Tho. 
'Etfcrick Shepherd says : — / 

“Oh, the last look is lmrd to beai*, 

Even of a stock, or old grey stone ; 

Anything to childhood dear, * 

Which memory loves to dwell upon. 

But fond affection never proved 
So thrilling — sosevere a pain — 

As looking a face»beloved, 

We know we ne’er can see again.” 

jWe have read with interest of aft ol*d man* nearly blind 
with age* who felt the greatest, pleasure in accompanying 
his young relative to the lio*me where he had lived in love 
.and happiness with.tliose who had gone to the grave before 
him ; how he felt about in the *grottj, and pointed out 
where the difletent shells were placed by hand* of brothers 
and sisters n?o*ionless in the grave ; and, as he passed by 
. some noble limes, he exclaimed, as the bees came humming 
about him — t( Just the sound whiclf used to delight me in 
childhood!” Yes, we change, and*our beloved ones are 
changing ; hut Nature remains as young and beautiful as 
ever, and the sun will shine as brightly on our grave as on 
our natal day. 

* Then, again, we hear the ffged^man describe his ancient 
grandmother as accurately as he cauld have done at six- 
teen: — “I can fancy I see her said* he, “ seated in 

her richly-carved, high-^ack^ed chiir, with her large silver 
buckles — h stiff full *dness, of ridS silly-apron, cuffs,, and 
handkerchief of the finest tambric — a massy gold watch 
hooked on her apron-string-— several mounting rings on 
her fingers — -then a delicately whjtc little* cap, with her 
silvery hair smootlyad# back, and a black hood of *lace, 

VOL. vn. 
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HINTS FOE PARENTS AND SONS. 


which was the symbol of widowhood — hfcr gold-mounted 
spectacles in a, tortoiseshell case, and a large Bible, with a 
crimson^clvet cover 4nd gold clasps, lyifljg open before her. 
These,” continued the old gentleman, “ were trifles in 
themselves ; hut they (became flxed in my memory, happily 
not alone , but in connexion wrfch many holy sentiments— 1 
•many portions of Scripture read and affectionately pressed 
home upon me by my venerable ancestor, ar committed to 
memory by me at* her request. Before she died, all her 
children, and grandchildren were gathered around her, to 
receive her parting blessing and admonitions, reminding 
me of the patriarch Israel. Blessed ^be God,” he added, 
" for pious ancestors ! t; Yes , we' ‘may add, blessed in 
life, remembered when among the dead, and blessed in 
eternity. 

Mother! what good and holr/ influences ancT example 
are you likely ter leave among your children ? — Will they 
arise and call you blessed ? * 

HINTS FOR PARENTS AND SONS. 

“What in creation have you done! Careless boy, how 
could you be so heedless ? You are for ever cutting some 
such caper on purpose to ruin me, I believe. Now, go to 
work, and earn the money, to pay for it, will you? lazy 
fellow ! ” Coarse and passionate exclamations these ; and 
yet they were uttered by a father, who would have been 
vse/y 'indignant if any one had hinted he was anything but 
•a gentleman and a Christian. His son, a well-meaning 
lad of fourteen^ bad accidentally hit the end of a new 
talking-cane against a ejrfHcat? vase, and it lay in fragments 
at hie feet. He w^e sadly frightened, and ver Y sorry, too, 
and would have put in a htnflble plea for forgiveness, but 
for the harsh reproof of hk father, and his going out of the 
street-door, desiag^it vjith more than usual force; hut now 
the j'ad’s feelings were anything but d^etifol. 



Til E COT^A<*Elt , S' WIFE ANB' HER BtBLE. 14$ 

Jjwst then bis: nimher entered — “ Why; James- 1 Cole- 
man,” she exclayned, K did you do 'that?* I* declare ym 
are the most caress boy I ever beheld! That; beatiti&l 
vase your father gave m* — I would not have had it broken 
for a large sum.” “ Mother? I just hit it accidentally with , 
this little cane, and I am sure I am as sorry as lean be/* 
" And' what business has your cane in the parlour, I 
should like to know ? I will take it, and ^ou will not see 
it again for some time — I wish your father had chastised 
you Severely ; ” and taking the offending cane from his 
hand’ she, too, left him to himself. 

James then began^o thin^ that if he had done the most 
.wicked thing in the world, he could not have been scolded 
worse. “ That dear little cane ! Oh ! .they spold me for 
everything. I hate everybody, and i .Won’t bear it. To be 
sure, I might have a g«bd % home ; but my father is all 
hustle, and rny mother all fret — fret. I don’t think they 
love me — db the sootier I am out of the way* the better. I 
am sure, if father is trying to save money to leave me some 
of it, I hafl rather have kind words, as we go along, than 
all the money fie can give.” More of James next month. 


A BA*Y WITH .THE CQTTAG^R’S, WIFE AND 
HER B‘IBI*E. 

♦ The Bible is an every-dav^book. There is no greater 
mistake than to consider it as a Sunday book, ta be laid 
on the cottage shelf through thp week, and only taken 
down on the Sabbath day. Thera is scarcely a # cir$urn- 
stancein the* daily life of the ^ott&e mother, to which the 
Bible does not refer. ‘If, in reacting if, we would ndtice 
these* passages, and treasure; them in our memory, all’ the 
most common duties’ of life would become rich* with lessons 
of heavenly truth . The daily work,* which il so offeh poty*.' 
plained 1 of as c^ra wing* the soul from G«c£ wotrld f bfe*tt 
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THE MOTHER, THE TEACHER, 


stepping-stone to lead it to Him. Let us see how m$ny 
circumstances, which inight befall a cottager’s wife in one 
day, are made the subject of Scripture teaching. 

WAKING IN THE JifoRNING. 

* f * 

It is early dawn. The cottage mother sleeps; her* 
children are around her ; the duties of a wife and motjier 
rest upon her ; she has many a cause for anxiety ; but she 
heeds them not nor — she is in a deep sleep. This is well ; 
she needs rest, and God has given it to her. But what 
if her sleep continued ? What if the song of the birds 
and the rising sun failed to waken her? What if the 
precious hours of the. day ‘were wasted in this dead 
slumber ? How soon ruin would stare her in the face. 
This deadly' slumber it used in the Bible as an image of 
those who are “ dead 'in trespasses and sins.” The sleep- 
ing soul has duties to fulfil— duties that must be per- 
formed at the peril of everlasting ruin ; yet it heeds them 
not. It has many a cause of anxiety — for death and 
judgment are at hand — yet it sleeps on, jya, heavy un- 
consciouness. Oh, that such would be reminded, by each 
morning’s wakening, of that warning voice which cries to 
them — “ Awake, thou that slefepest, and arise from the 
dead, and Christ shall give thee light.” 

[We hope to take you to the Cottage Mother V Home 
again next month. — E d.T 


THE MOTHER, ’THE SABBATII-SCHOOL 
TEACHER, AN H THE LITTLE GIRL; 
or, a voiceI&piiomjhe^work-room. 

"•And when d« you* wish this* dress ,.to come home, 
iha’ata ? Will you please to gfve me as long as you can — I 
am very buify.” “On Monday morning, certainly, Mrs. 
Rice, for I leave h<pne r on Tuesday, and I shall want to 
up. C^n you finish it ?”* f f ‘ I will try, ma’am.” 
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Miss Stanley \Cas in a hurryi and with a courteous “Good 
morning ” she left the room. Had*she once glanced at the 
astonished and 'grieved face of her dressmaker our little 
narrative would not h^ve been written, for Miss Stanley 
was, and had beernfor mai^y years,* a 'Bible Christian. 

It was Saturday at noon, and, with a sigh, Mrs. Rice 
folded up the dress and pattern, and, 'after purchasing 
materials and her own little marketings, returned home. 
Not till after her children and her husband were ifi'bed, 
was she at liberty to commence her task. Midnight, 
aye ! one, two, three o’clock of the Sabbath morning found 
her still stitching a^ay. ?U length, half-bonded and wearied 
out, she sought her* bed forash&rt rest, as it was necessary 
to rise early to ‘prepare her children’s breakfast, and send 
them to the Sunday school. The Inland went to church, 
and, after putting their t dinner into the oven, his wife sat 
down, not to read the Bible, but to *pursue her unholy 
employment, which was only laid aside when the return of 
her family obliged her to make re’ady tjie dinner. 

“ Motl*er,’ % said her eldest girl, Anne, -looking first at 
the work afld then at her parent, “ mother, have you been 
sewing?” “Yes, love, is Miss Stanley’s dress, which 
must go home to-morrow, as slie leaves on Tuesday.” 
“Oh! mother, I am sure Miss Stanley would be quite 
grieved at your werlung for her on a ^Sunday ; are you sure 
you quite understood her?” • “Yes, child.” “But, 
mother,” pursued the girl, “she has only this morning 
taught us in the school that wt must never Jbreak the Sabbath 
for any one — that it is God’s d^y, mid we have no right to 
use it for ourselves or for others. And/rafother, $hc always 
docs herself what she^teacjies uk to do. Let me ask her 
this afternoon jf th6re.is not a raistakf! ; I am sure she will 
not be angry.” # “ Hush," Anne, you know I must not 
offend her ; your father works there, and fnight lose his 
place.” “Whether or no, mistregs, I wilUnever have such 
a thing done again*” isaid her husband, who ought fo have 
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done and, said more, but worlcfry interest prevailed over his 
convictions. The child was silenced ; and, after dinner, 
when again alone, the* mother resumed her task. This 
time, however, the team fell over l\er work, and conscience 
struggled hard. ' • 

The sequel next month. 


PAGE FOP OUR LITTLE READERS. 

Look around you, little friend, and try to reflect. See, 
there sits tire father, and the (fear, dear mother, and 
yonder is the group of brother!* and sisters. Here, in its 
little cradle, lies the baby, with its brow of snow and its 
soft rosy cheek. All the clear ones, perhaps, are with you 
now, but they cannot tarry always*— perhaps not long. 
The kind father may he the first to lie low, with the closed 
eye and the sealed lip of death. Or the mother, patient 
and so inild, may he borrie away to the silent grave. The 
baby’s innocent heart may grow cOlcl, and its sweet voice 
be bushed for ev£r, ere another week goes by ; and the 
brothers and the sisters may be missing from their places 
just as soon. ‘ 

Oh, little children/ ‘if jmu would not have pale, sad 
faces, and reproachful voices gathering $bout you in the 
years to come, be dutiful ^nd affectionate to your parents, 
and kind, always kind and loving, to your brothers and 
sisters. ^ Then, when you^sit silently, years hence, in. the 
eventide, the phantoms .from the remembered past, which 
will be' ever thronging your thresholds and creeping to 
your firesides — which will fill the^ vacant seats beside yours, 
and, flit along the walls — vAjl all smil? upon you, and you 
will rejoice greatly in their company. The father’ s and 
the mother’s faoe will look kindly upon you, with earnest 
and, pleasant eye$., The. ^brothers and the sisters will float 
often by you, and you will love tp see their graceful,. 
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shadowy forms and waving hair. When you awake in 
the calm morning they will be nejfr you, and even in the 
brightness of ^aoon they will not «all be gone. They will 
be your chosen companions until, you, too, lie down to 
sleep, and rise up no more till the morning of the 
resurrection. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY MOTHER; OR, 
THOUGHTS FOR GROWN-UP DAUGHTERS. 

“ It is only with sadness,” said an aged friend, “ that I 
can look back on my pact life. It has not been eventful, 
but such a one a.$ •years •of penitence cannot atone for. 
My mother ! to see her was to love her. She was of a 
gentle, affectionate nature, and, •from my 'earliest recol- 
lections, an invalid. My father di£d when I was but four 
years of age, and my mother’s health Reclined more per- 
ceptibly jitter the sad event I am about to relate. It was the 
death of my brother. Yes, he died too —her only son, on 
whose fujure»shc had* spent so mucl* thought — her idol 
was torn faoin its throne ! My poor mother ! she had no 
happiness then ; there was no balm for her wounded heart, 
for it was placed on eartCly things* 

“ I wonder now, though I did <Tot at that time, that, 
knowing of the Great Physician, she would not go to Him 
to be healed, but sat in her ’grief, silent, and without com- 
fort. I can see her now, sitting at her usual place, a window 
.from which she could look upon the churchyard ; and there, 
with her head resting upon her* hand, she would remain 
for hours, gazing, in tearless *grief, towards the resting- 
place of her sou. And* I — you may ask — where was Jl ? 
Was I by her side, trying *wit]f> loving words to win her 
frojja her deep* sorrow.? No ! I blusli while I speak, md 
well I may. My 'mourning ^as not like her^ one of years ; 
but, before long* I laughed and sang among the gay, for- 
gOkfel of the dead, and more so of ftiy bereaved Brother, 

i 2 
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who suffered alone — the widow and the ohildless. Yes, 
childless ! for I was nCver a child to her — she stood alone, 
without friends or sympathy. 

“My eighteenth “birthday arrived. My mother’s pale 
cheek grew paler, and. her stjp more feeble. She was 
how reconciled to her loss, for she had found consola- 
tion frcm her Bible — her now constant companion. Her 
favourite window was no longer a seat of repining, but*the 
place where, at the hour of twilight, she meditated on her 
future home, where sadness never comes. Since her death 
I have read in her journal prayers made at this time — the 
earnest outpourings of her soul before God, followed by 
calm and happy thoughts expressive* of her belief — the 
simple breathings of faith, which restored peace to her 
troubled mind. I nbtioed this change in my mother, but 
it did hot affect ray sinful heart. I also tried to* banish 
from my mind all ^thought of “the change whiph was so 
visible in her. Her walk was shortened. She could not now 
even visit the grave of her son. I was told that she could 
not live much longer, but I would not listen.*' I had heard 
the same for marly years, and did not believe the sad 
truth.” 

[The saddest day of *all, in this daughter’s history, is 
yet to come. — Ed.] 


CHILDREN ‘AND FLOWERS. 

T,ub gardener’s son was oidy three years old, blit so 
passionate*and self-willed, that his parents found it very 
difficult to manage Jiim. if he did not get what he asked 
fou immediately, he would stamp with his little feet, strike 
every one that opposed hil^, artel even throw anything he 
had sufficient strength to wield. » To check these passionate 
outbursts each t ,parent would occasionally correct him— his 
father sometimes rather severely — but, hitherto, with no 
improvement. The frhild, discovering that he was flogged 
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when he did npt please his parents, got also to act similarly 
to those with’ whom he was not pleased, saying, “ I shall 
flog you, you ai# very naughty.” # His father being thus 
foiled, was led to consider whether a better management 
might not be adopted ^ith his little son. 

He thought of the beautiful plants — many of them rare 
exotics — entrusted to his care. In order, to manage these 
properly, he knew how much care and patience were 
required. He remembered how he hajl studied their 
habits, and, as far as the nature of the ground would per- 
mit, planted them accordingly — some delighting in an 
exposed situation, others requiring shelter ; although 
he gave equal care to all, they all did not* equally flourish. 
Sd the gardener began to reason with himself in this way : — 

“Here is my beloved boy, given ipe Uy tiie Lord of Heaven, 
to fit him to be transplanted to a lieavenly inheritance. I 
will treat this plant with the same decree of forbearance 
I use towards the flowers entrusted to my care by my 
earthly lord.” Ifeflecting in this way, he saw that when 
those plants (Jid not flourish according to his wish that he 
felt no anger, against them, but set about to examine the 
cause, and, if possible, remove it. Sometimes, those he trusted 
to water his plants he fouTid neglected to d« so ; others were 
in too rich a soil ; and some, perhaps, not sufficiently good ; 
hut, .withal, he found it necessary to have the ground, 
thoroughly prepared, so that the rotfts irfight expand and 
tike firm hold of the soil. lie* would by no means shake 
or strike the tree, even incautiously or hastily planted. 

But one thing he found necessary for klf — that, my dear 
readers, was a sunbeam . Whether tall or short, growing 
on the bill, valley, or side of a stream, each and*ali refused 
to flourish* when deprived bf th^ sun’s rays ; these consi- 
derations led this father tq alter his treatment of hi’s little 
son, and to determine to give him sufficient light and heat — 
in other words, eaucaiion and kindness . Not simply send- 
ing him to school to learn a few Ibssons from a bocjc, and, 
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perhaps, an equal number of .jvild tricks, but to take his 
child upon his knee, and give him lessons regarding the 
law of kindness, the beauty of the flowers^ the adaptation 
of insect life, the .goodness and kindness of God, our 
Heavenly Father, in thus placing bach where the greatest 
degree of happiness can be attained. 

This plan of treating this passionate child is working 
the desired result. The little face brightftns when he hears 
his father’s footsteps, and he runs to meet him, sure at 
least of a little sunlight ; for what can be more like it than 
the parent’s cheerful smile? Instead of walking away 
with a sullen look of ddkincc, there is springing up childish 
trust and confidence; and, when outbreaks of temper arise, 
as arise they will, a few firm words, kindly expressed, 
even a look of sorrowful, reproof, do more, far more to sup- 
press them, than a blow ever did. Parents, you possess a 
wide field of usefulness, and. a fearful responsibility is 
yours. 

There is a false kindness, or lazy indulgence, you are too 
prone to give way to, not liking lo take the trouble to 
inculcate good habits, particularly those that require example 
to enforce. Incautious example is every whit as bad as 
undue severity a Your children are close reasoners ; 
therefore, dear friende, take heed to your ways, that you 
cause not one of these little ones to offend . — From “ Our 
Village ” by A. A. Cl 0. 


MASTERS AND SERVANTS.— No. IV. 

' KINDNESS "AND CONCILIATION. 

The world ai\d its concerns ^re fill of material to test 
, the dispositions of those who have to mingle with them ; 
. nor are we at all competent to judge how, in given circum- 
stances ,we should comport ourselves, till these peculiarities 
actually occur; but the more closely we come in contact 
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with others, the more effectually is the test applied. The 
Relations sustained by those to whom these papers specially 
refer, furnish ^almost as numeroi^ points of difficulty as 
any to wj^ch ouj thoughts could be.directed. Tqo frequently 
the principle we contended for iq N°- I. is forgotten, and 
there springs up a state of mind the reverse of that it Is 
now our intention to treat of, for a little .space. Kindness 
and conciliation," built on the foundation, No. III., will show 
a character in any station beautifjil a*id useful. . The 
position of the master has many a rough and difficult 
point; the anxieties of business and its disappointments chafe 
his spirit, give him anxious days and wakeful nights. 
Often, when in di*?ct intercourse with fiis servants, there 
is a painful undercurrent of intense feeling, unsympathised 
with, because unknown. It may. be, he meets apathetic 
coldness, or careless indifference, or Contemptuous disregard ; 
and his irritation is shown in passion, .angry upbraidings, 
violent abuse. How much to be preferred is the spirit 
we now recommend — a calm suppression^ rising choler, 
and a temperate appeal to the common principles of 
humanity jyid Christian principle ; this will assuredly be, 
in its results, more, lar more likely to effect the object 
aimed at — a recognition* of mutual duty*. But we hear 
each party often say, “I will kave.nny right — none shall 
tramgle on me.” 'Well ! we fully grant this, but demur to 
the conclusion, that hasty, passionate exclamations are the 
surest way fco attain it ; so far from it, we are fully assured 
that nothing tends so effectually to widen # the breach, or 
perpetuate the offence, as such a*course. * “A soft answer 
turneth away wrath.” The reVerse ij true ; an angry, + 
bitter tongue biteth like an adder. • 

Causes of conten.tioil wi!> an*e ; they are inseparable 
from your mutual position but once determine that a kiud 
and conciliatory spirit shall, be adopted, agd you will be 
astonished to find how apparently insuperable obstacles will 
varnish; misunderstandings will find tolution, and a* com- 
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paratively equable and tranquil bourse will b$ found for all. 
For a full-length portratt of such a character, we have onfy 
to study patiently and* constantly His example, who was 
holy, harmless, und^filed, and separate fisom si a j jfe rs. who 
has left us an example that we should follow His steps. 

J. O. V. 


“ O^fLY POOR CHILDREN.” 

Here is a primary school : what a host of little ragged 
urchins are crowding in ! Suppose I step in quietly among 
them ? How they take their plaees in seats terraced off 
one above another, so that each litfrlfe face is distinctly 
visible. What a pretty sight ! and how Nature loves to 
compensate! sending beauty to the hovel, deformity to 
the hall. There is a tfoy now, in that ragged jacket, who 
is a study for an Artist. Sec his broad, ample forehead ; 
mark how his dark eyes glow : and that little girl at his 
side, whose chestnut curls- droop so gracefully over her soft- 
fringed eyes and dimpled shoulders. And that dream 
child in yonder corner, with blue-veined, transparent 
temples, whose spiritual eyes even now can see that fade- 
less shore to ^hieh bright angels beckon him. Deal 
gently with him — he' is passing away ! Here comes the 
teacher — brisk, angular, and sharp-voiced. Heaven pity 
the children ! She’s a human icicle ; pasteboardy and 
proper ! I already experience a mental shivef. Now she 
comes up, and says (apologeti?ally to my new satin cloak), 
“You see, madam, th^se are only poor children.” The 
toadying t creature^ Lucky for her that I’m not “a 
ccmmittec.” Can’t bet 1 dull eyes recognize God’s image 
in linsey-wooisfey ? Cantfshe°"see fi no. genius written on 
yonder broad forehead? No poetry slumbering in yonder 
sweet eyes? <Did Franklin, Clay, and Webster study their 
alphabet in silk and velvet ? She ought to be promoted 
to tho dignity of to^-nail polisher to the Pope ! Now she 
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hands me a book, in whidh visitors* names are inscribed, 
and requests me to write mine. Certainly — “ Mrs. John 
Smith” — there *it is. Hope she lifces it as well as I do. — 
Fanny 


“I LAID ME DOWN AND SLEPT.” 

* The following circumstance took place in a family not 
long ago : — 

A blooming group, at evening prime, 

Moved by their parent’s voice, 

Each offered frojp the Book Divine 

Some fragment of their choice. • 

• 

And oije, a beauteous boy, o’er whom 
Four happy years hud swept f 
Raised bis clear trustful eyes,, and said — 

“ 1 laid me down and slept.” 

* • 

“O sweet, my son, the gem you bring, 

• Yet know you not the rest? — • 

1 1 woke, because the Lord sustained ; ’ 

• Complete the* sentence blest.” 

But Still that student of the skies 
His first selection kept ; 

“No, dear mamma, just thtl alone, 
i I laid me down and sftpt.i*’ 

That night tfie fever sgiote him^sore* 

With dire, delirious* paijj, 

And fiercely on his heart-strings fed, 

Till every hope wa^vain. 

• 

Then all at once, in slumbers # soft 
The darling sufferer lav* 

And, like a lamb of Jesus, slept 
His gentle life i\w%y, 

• • • 

He slef>t; but, with.wbat glorious joy, 

In strains of ‘seraph love, 

The waking words he'spoke not here, 

Shall be pronounced above. 


l. H. a 
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HOPE FOR THE SABBATH-SCHOOL TEACHER ! 
HOPE ON EVER! - 

11 My beloved is gone down to his garden to gatlflPRlies.” 

Mary was admitted, at a very early age, into the 

Sunday school in the parish of ; there was nothing 

extraordinary in her abilities, they were of an ordinary 
kind, Jbut there* was something remarkable in her sweet 
temper and cheerful disposition, which shone forth in her 
bright blue eyes. She was ever regular, and appeared to 
love her school, her teacher, ami the instruction given 
her ; but no evidences of. Div?ne grace appeared till she 
was nearly eight years old — the love of Jesus, and the 
name of Jesus, then seemed inexpressibly sweet to this 
dear child; she would try to assist her companions in 
finding the Scripture proofs required of them, whilst I was 
instructing the younger ones in their reading— that, to 

quote her own words, “ Dear Miss might have more 

time to talk about Jesus.” 

If 1 was indisposed, or appeared unhappy, her sweet 
comfort was as balm to my wounded spirit. I lost a dear 
friend, and felt* my loss very severely, the first Sunday I 
taught after her removal. Little Mary left her place and 
stood by my knee, with her sweet eyes fixed supplicatingly 
on my face ; and when asked what she would say to me — 
“Dear teacher,” she replied, “ I want you not to cry any 
more/’ I replied, “You k»ow, my dear, you have all 
lost a kind friend as well as myself.” “ Ob, dear teacher,” 
she exclaimed, “ she has only gone to sleep — she was so 
tired when she, went to v bed ; but she will not stay there 
long, and when we see her again she will be quite awake, 
and will be tired no more.” What,” I said, “do you 
mean?” “ L mean, teacher*,” she answered, “that sin, 
and fighting -w^th Satan, have made her tired — the grave 
is only her bed fofr a little time, and when we see her 
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again, she will be like Jesus, all beaytiful — oh, dear teacher, 
so beautiful !.” # I said, “How do you know you shall see 
her agah^” “ Because,” she replied* without a moment’s 
hesitatiJJr* I have be&i a> sinful child, I know ; but Jesus 
died for me* Jesus pleads ftr me, and Jesus loves me,” 

She loved to see me in the week, alone, and never lfefi 
without, in some way, mentioning her Saviour’s love. *1 
onoe remarked to her — “ I hope that^you # will have anice 
play this dinner-hour ; see how brightly the sun shfhes l” 
“Yes/’ she said, “ but do, dear teacher, before I go, pray 
with me that the Sun of Righteousness may shine upon 
us; for when yon^r sun^goes down at> night, we shall 
want Jesus to stay and take care of us.” She loved to 
think of Heaven, the crown of gold, t^e harp t of gold, and 
the white robes; and any difficult word in her lessons 
always sent her to me for an explanation. 

No weather prevented her attendance, and no cold or 
wet seemed to affect her health ; however, the Lord, in 
love, saw fit to transplant this bud of sweet promise to 
blossom ill a "happier land*— her illness began with cold, 
and terminated in rapid consumption. Her patience, her 
faith, her joy, in the midSfrof suffering andjpain, were truly 
exemplary. I frequently saw Ijer, #hd not then being 
aware of the incurable nature of her malady, expressed a 
hope tli at, on the* return of* Spring, renewed health and 
strength might be granted her ;• to which she replied— 
“ Yes, dear teacher, I shall be Quite well. I think, by the 
Spring, for — 

\ There everlasting Spring abides,. 

And never-withering flowers ; 

Death, like^a stfaam, glone divide 
ffhafc goodly land 'from otfrs.'” 

(7b *be concluded newt mmth.V 



THE THORN IN THE PILLOW. 

A mttle girl went to visit her grandmother, solflPlistance 
from her mother’s and her father’s home — she seemed 
very happy all day, and she had everything around her to 
ra&ke her happy ; but when her kind grandmother werit 
to look at her, after she was asleep, she observed a tear- 
drop on the little girl’s cheek — “Ah,” said the old lady, 
the next morning, “ you were a little home-sick last night, 
dear.” “Oh no, grandmother^’ Mabel replied, “I 
could never be home-sick here.’’ It w,as just so the next 
night, and the next ; at length, the grandmother thought, 
as the little girl seemed troubled, she would sit in the next 
chamber until the child went to sleep. Presently, although 
Mabel was tucked up, she began to rustle the quilt, and 
shake her pillow, and the grandmother thought she heard 
a little sob ; so she went^ to the little girl’s bed^ and said 
— “ Mabel, my child, you have got a thorn in your pillow 
— what is it?” Then the little girl hid’ her 1 face, and 
began to cry aloud. The grandmother was very troubled. 
At length, the little girl said — “ Oh, grandmother, when 
I am alone here, I cannot help thinking how I said — * I 
won’t, mother,’ and t cannot unsay it^ ; and mother is so 
good, and loves me so, and I*— I was s6 naughty ;” then 
the tears streamed afresh f down the child’s cheeks. Here, 
then, was the thorn in the pillow, and she could not 
withdraw it. 

Ah, so it will be, by-fcnd-by, with that little boy who is 
selfish and unkind lit hojne now ; when he is away, among 
strangers, he will think of the^hom$ of his childhood, and 
the recollection of some tfnkind word or action will be a 
thdm in his pillow when he retires’ at night. And that 
little girl, who* does not care t6 help her good mother uow, 
ijvill find a thorfi in ^er pillow when that mother sleeps in 
the grave. 
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That young man, too, who will not listen to his good 
father’s advice, and who hates hisl father’s religion and his 
father’s God, tfill find a thorn in his dying pillow that no 
mortal ^pnd will be fjble to withdraw. Mother! Father! 
Are you planting any sharp thorns* that will spring up in 
that last pillow, by neglecting or half-attending to your 
momentous duties ? 


THE FATHER’S PAGE. 

SOME ESSENTIALS IN A FATHER TO RENDER HOME JtiArFY. 

The husband and father is bound by. an inevitable obli- 
gation to vindicate' his authority before the family. 

First, by acquainting himself with all the duties of that 
sacred relation. If a man appointed to an office in the State 
neglects to acquaint himself with the duties of that office, and 
the State thereby suffers injury, he encounters public repro- 
bation, ftnd lays himself ppen to impeachment. Now, the 
family constitution lies at the foundation of all the forme 
of civil ^and’Christian society. To be willingly ignorant, 
then, of tfi£ right mode of administering it, is to incur i 
high degree of criminality . 

Secondly. The paternal authority* is to be perpetuates 
by the maintenance of a wholesome* example. The example 
of tfie father is generally the means* of moulding the son’e 
character. How exact, then, should it be ? The fathei 
should be content with nothing short of that resolution. 
“ I will walk within my hoflse i%ith a perfect heart.* * 

Thirdly. Authority should h§ tempered with tenderness, 
but not annihilated by indulgence . * As a father pitieth 

his children.” By tyat tender trait is the disposition oi 
God himself illustrated, ft may and ought to exist, even 
in the bosom of sterner mduld. “ And, ye fathers, provoke 
not your children to wrath, but bring them up in the 
nurture and admonition of the, Lord.”* The cares and 
vexations incident ,t0| the pursuits of.mqn too often produce 
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air irritable state of mind, t^at (MsquaUfies tliem from rightly 
discharging parental dutjp. How can these t tender plants 
withstand the storm of passion that sometimes bursts on 
their heads l Fathers, provoke not your children, ftst they 
be .discouraged. Correct them, , bht not in anger. 

Fourthly; The best instruction is the best government. 
Happy is he who is accustomed to say, as he gathers round* 
him the dear ones who constitute the home circle, “ Hear, 
ye children, the instruction of a father, and attend to know 
understanding; for I was my father’s son, tender and 
only beloved in the sight of my mother. He taught me 
ausu.” He did not throw off the responsibility from him- 
self to my mother, but was willing to share it with her* 
Fathers* go and do likewise. 

Again* One of the noblest auxiliaries of parental ditty is 
Braver. Even for poor Ishmael' the father of the faithful 
prayed, <<r Qh ! that Ishmael might live before thee ! ? * 
How then did he wrestle for Isaac, before and after liis 
birth*! Ifow when, in view of the approaching sacrifice 
on Moriah, he sought the solitude of the forest,' anh, taking 
the* lad with him, fervently prayed to God ! How did 
Jacob wrestle with the angel of th? covenant for his dear 
cMdren'in the hour of apprehended danger, even until the 
breaking of the day ! And how have many fathers agonised 
at the eternal throne, until salvation was poured upon 
their families ! •» 

Once* more; Authority should be so exercised as to 
secure habitual bbedience ; then will obedience to God be 
mere easily rendered. Ih proportion to the deeper deference 
naturally paid by children; to the authority of a father, is 
parental* responsibility increased. How perfect, then; 
should be the example* of a father ? 

We do not often presume to give 'fathers any counsel, 
but we have ; heard a little whisper of grumbling, that we 
“spare no time for fathers’.” We now askthem to ponder' 
thesethoughts. 
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TIFF'S FIRST .TEARS. 

• 

“ Next to the qualities with wllicli a mm is horsq, the 
influences winch his parents and his family exertare power- 
ful in shaping his after«courae. * Mothers ! your task m 
training your sons is often heavy, hut your encouragements 
ere great. How many of the good and ’the successful, of 
the wise and the happy, trace all that was bright in their 
character to influences lying as far Ifeck *as 'their mdther’cs 
knee?” The above remarks are extracted from an interest- 
ing biography of the late Mr. Budgett, of Bristol, by the 
Rev. Wm. Arthur. Speaking of Mg. BJ, Mr. Arthur 
continues: — “ liappily # for him, truth and grace were 
valued in the home of his childhood. If his parents had 
not been remarkably successful # in gaining this world’s 
good, they had secured the part that was of far greater price 
to both them and their children. Hfe was early taught to 
worship, obey, and seek the God frorq whose hand his 
young being had come. What Lamartine so beautifully 
says of his <5wn mother, might be said equally of his ? — 
* We could ftot remember the day when she first spoke to 
us about God.’ His another, especially, was eminently 
pious, and her influence on the character of her sou was 
powerful and happy. His faithfuf friend, the 'Rev. Joseph 
Wodd, who intimately knew his iun$r life, thus states one 
of those events which pass silently within the bosom of 
Christian families, but which re-appear in the life of their 
members in blessed and mdhi oT^ble fruit i*-- 4 He was 'about 
nine years of age, when one d^y, dn passing his mother’s ( 
door, he heard her engaged in earnest prayer ^farther family, 
and for himself by ^iam£. He thought, my moth&r is 
more earnest that I should be o&ved than I cam for my own 
salvation. In that hour he became decided to serve God, 
and the impression tl*en> made was never eflaced.* Happy 
that son whose heart is daily toward* the way*-**f 

God by a taotherV }$©ly walk, ^and mkqm ssbmtim as Hue 
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daily burthen of a mother’s fervent prayer! .And happy 
that mother whose son loes not steel his heart against her 
solicitude. * It was early,’ many a mother would, per- 
haps, think, ‘to he coricerned abo\jt the conversion of a 
gpod, well-conducted hoy, whence was only nine.’ Per- 
haps, had you been much concerned for the conversion of 
your hoy when he was good and welf-conducted, he might 
have been good and well-conducted still. f It is early,’ 
many a son will probably think, ‘ to be anxious about a 
future life, when T am yet so young.’ Perhaps, if you 
defer now because it is too early, ’you will, in a few years, 
abandon the thought altogether becauseit is too late” 

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

EDUCATION OF WOMEN. 

Tmi education of women is of the greatest importance 
to society. Men may be, indeed, the rough stones of which 
the fabric of society is built — they may form the strength 
and resisting portion of the fabric- — but women are the 
finer cement, without which those rougher* ingredients 
will not find order or consistency, and without which there 
can be no form, no beauty, no lasting and useful enjoy- 
ment . — Lord Palmerston. 

A HIJjT. 

Young men ! the influence of evil impressions can never 
be got rid of. Let one impure thought gain lodgment in 
your heart, and,, if you daje to favour it, you may as well 
attempt to take the stain out of the snow as to remove its 
effects for fwer from, your minds. — J. B. Gough , 

SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF LITJLE CHILDREN. 

Sabbath-keeping . — “ Father!” said a little fellow, of four 
years, “ it has been Sabbath day to you s but not to mother, 
'iijd brother, and me.” “Why not, my son?” “Why, 
because, father, i* raided too hard, we could not go to God’s 
house, so you knovr it has only been Sabbath day for you.” 
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PAGE FOR YOUNG MOTjHERS.— No. VII. 

Hold the little hands in prayer, teach the weak knees their kneeling. 
Let him see thee speaking |o thy God ; lie will not forget it afterwards. 
When old and grey, feelingly will he remember a mother’s tender piety; 
And the touching recollection of her prayers shall arrest the strong 
man in his sin.” 

It lias been said, the man is made in the nursery, and 
there the impressions arc received that form the charagter and 
mould the destinies of the world. To the mother is com- 
mitted the delightful and important task of giving the first 
impulse to the mind ; whether of good or evil; both will be 
equally remembered. Uflw oan mothers, who have not 
themsfdvcs taken the first step in the way to Heaven, lead 
their little ones in the right path*? An'd what then? 
Docs it not follow that they will all wall; together in the 
broad road leading to tile city undor the cufse of the 
Almighty? Thgre are only two roads. There is no 
middle way. We must be leading them to heaven or 
hell! Y^s, young nlother, believe it; you are now, at 
this very ifttment, leading that lovely infant boy of yours 
towards the bright and ^glorious city of God, or towards 
that awful place of endless woe ptepared*for the devil and 
his angels. 

When the sciJpTor Bacqp was putting up the monu- 
ment of Lord Chatham, a gentleman said to him — "Take 
care what you are about ; you work for eternity.” Mothers! 
young mothers ! take care xaliat^you are ajjout; Ycftnvork 
for eternity! What you are ^noy doing will’ affect the 
interests of.unborn thousands in heaven or hel] ! If you 
are faithful, you may send forth to the world softs and 
daughters* who shah be the\ne$hs of the salvation of others 
as they pass along the patfo of life. They may turn many 
to righteousness, jrad shine themselves a» stars for ever 
and ever ! But, if unfaithful, your children will leave your 
home prepared to riyet the chains of destruction oh those 

VOL. VII. ' K 
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with whom they come in contact among the families of the 
earth, and themselves be| conspicuous in eternity only for 
their deeper misery!. Would you that those you love 
should he found with the rich matrj calling for a drop of 
water to cool the burning of the flfltne in vain ? If not, then 
begin early. Yes ; as soon as the bright eye beams up 
into your face, and warms your maternal heart by that 
treasured smile, oh ! then begin to train him for the coin- 
pany of* the saints in light, where Jesus is seen diffusing 
happiness all around. Do you say he will forget, and live 
uninfluenced by your training or your prayers ? Say you 
so ? Are you quite sure he will, pass hi,s life, and end his 
days, forgetting all his early teaching ? Well, even if you 
think So, and flo not believe God’s Word, still we say, it is 
worth the trial. The early prayer, long since buried 
beneath the sins and follies of youth, often comes up again, 
and takes hold of the wanderer’s heart- — aye, and will not 
let him go. We will tell you one such case. " 

The chaplain of a prison had tried in vain to- softett the 
hard heart of one of the men taken there for stealing. He 
was a man who had grown old in sin, and seemed deter- 
mined to pursue the downward path. One morning he w&s 
found weeping bitterly. “You seem sad, Torn/’ said the 
good man. “ Yes, Sir, I am sad,” lie replied ; “ and t 
have been Sad through a long life of sin. I lost my 
mother* Sir, before she had time to bring nle up iii the 
right way; but, oh, Sir, her prayers, when I knelt by 
her side a little/hurmless, infant boy, have been ringing in 
my ears these thirty years, anil they would not let me do 
just a§ others did, ’or as my own wicked* heart desired. 
My mother, Sir. has long been in heaven ; but f cannot 
help thinking, Sir, that thc p saints up there have something 
to do with'shmerS down here on earth 1 — for that eye of hers, 
so bright and loving, has often seemed' to look at me in 
my midnight wickedness rand the sound of her voice, going 
up to God 1 for m®, has often held hack my hand from 
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giving’ the fatal blow. You see. Sir, l have p/ten seemed 
iaerry when iny heart was sickJ Oh,* Sir, tell me — can 
you. Sir?— is there hope for me^that I may yejt bp for- 
given, and get up where my mother lives ? Oh, I .tare 
been thinking how dreadful it will *be to meet her at the 
judgment, if all my sins are resting upon my own head l 
She tpld me once— and she was pretty* near the gat# of 
heaven at the time— that there was mercy with Jesus &r 
the chief' of sinners. Do you thiflk, Sir, there, dan be 
mercy for me ? I am afraid 1 have gone too far, and that 
1 shall be lost ! ” The man of God became the mother’s 
friend, and took Up the* mother’s work, Jeading the son to 
the cross for pardon and salvation ! 

Mothers! are your prayers treasured up in the hearts of 
four sons? Will they have reason to bless* you, when you 
have long been in heaven, that you took them to kneel by 
your side in early youth ? If not, begin at once 1 Make 
haste j the day is far spent, the night # is at hand, when 
your working and your praying time will be over ! 


HOPE FOR THE SABBATII-JSCHOOL TEACHER 
HOPE ON* EVER! 

/(Included /row page 155.^ 

Dear little Mary seemed now neither to expect nor 
desire a continuance of life, though quite willing cheerfully 
’ fo use every means which hqr friends .desired fo? the 
recovery of her health. Whqn suffering fearfully, from 
difficulty of breathing and pain iu liar chest ayd side, too 
weak to rise from he^bed., I asked her “ If Jesus tfas jetill 
precious to hqr?” * “ Oh, yes !#* she a gasped— 

€t ( I would’ not change my blest estate 
„ For aihthat earth’ calk good or grAt ; 

And whilst ray faith can keep itsjipid, 

I envy pot the sinner’s gold ! 7 73 
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Two Jays before her death, she told me she expected to 
see me no more oh eart|, and her lips quivered when she 
bade me “ Good-bye,’’ and saw my sorrow', which I in vain 
tried to restrain. She said, “ Dear teacher, 1 do so love 
you; but I love Jesus better, mheli better! It is all my 
joy to think of casting my crown, my brightest part, at His 
feet, and of being your crown of rejoicing when I see yoU 
again. Oh, how I will fly to meet you!” After a long 
pause, *to recover a * little strength, she added— “All the 
time God still gives me I will spend in praying for my 
dear friends, for you and for myr dear companions, that 
many more souls Reside mine nqiy reward your pains.” 

She sent a message to all her companions, begging them 
to seek Christ in tluyr days of health and strength, that 
they might find Him, she did, “ a very present help in 
time of trouble.” The last time I saw her alive she could 
scarcely articulate, hut perfectly knew me ; she pressed my 
hand, and said, Jesus I prayed w<ith her, And when 
I kissed and bade her farewell, she looked up and. said, 
“Ilappy, happy!” and then closed her eyes'. About 
three hours after this she looked at her mother and father, 
who were at her, bedside, and exclaimed — 

u i Jesus dv.n r.Vake a (lying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are ! 7 ” 

• it * 

They asked if she wac “very happy?” she replied, 
“More than happy; for before the sun sets I shall see 
Him, whom absent I lov« ; arid do you, dear father and 
mother, come to Him, fbr He waits in Canaan, with angels 
bright, Unwelcome l you r to all the joys of CanTian.” Her 
.mchher offered her some lemon dr ( \nk, which she quietly 
refused, saying, “ H« wifi •-lead me to the living fountains 
of wate^ 

She then closed her eyes, and wished her parents and 
sisters/' Good-night r ” <Her mother asked' her if she felt 
as ff lhe would b? 5 able to sleep a li^tla, hoping that she 
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would awake a little refreshed. She said, " Yes,” They 
sat for half-an-liour watching her? nor could any of them 
tell the moment when her ransomol spirit took its flight to 
the realms of bliss ; J>ut hers was ifldeed a blessed sleep, 
from which she will neven wake feo sorrow — a calm, undis- 
turbed rest, unbroken by the last of foes ! 

• This simple narrative has been written in sorrow and 
weakness; its object' is twofold: — First, To encourage 
teachers and parents to work diligently whilst it y* vailed 
to-day, for in due season they shall reap if they faint not; 
and w hat a glorious harvest theirs will be ! Secondly, To 
encourage any dear ehfidren who muy peritse it, to seek 
Israel’s gentle Shqflierd, now in their voutii and health, so 
that, in the day of sorrow, death, and troubl**, they may 

find Him, as this dear child did-*-a Saviour’ close at hand. 

» 

Ki It was not in cruelty, not in wrath, 

Tee reaper came that day ; * 

'Twa* no angel visited the green earth, 

And look iny flower a\tay ! 97 

• Maria. 


A DAY WITH Tlua COTTAGER’S WIFE AND 

• . 

HEli BIBLE.— No. II. 

DRESSING. 

The cottage-mother has left her bed, and is putting on 
her clothes. How many aMex^may tlys*aet recall The 
guests assembled at the weddipg«feast had each a wedding 
garment provided them. (Matt, xxii.)# The prodigal, when 
he returned to his father’s house, had the best rob* put 
on him. (Lpkc xv., 22.) Tklfc outcast, in Ezekiel, was 
not only saved, but beautiful raiment was^ p^ t on- her. 
(Ezek. xvi. 10.) * How terrible it would he to be exposed 
to our fellow-creatures in rags find wretchedness! What 
will it be if the yajeedness, the sin, the deformity of our 
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souls, should he seen in the light of eternity ? It is all 
exposed in the .sight .of Cod now . Let us seek $onae 
lowering, Let us, liki the prodigal, return to God our 
Father’s house, and the best robe^-rtlie robe of a Saviour's 
righteousness — shall cover us. 

WASHING. 

The cottage-mother is poor, and her garments are 
homply ; hut she loyes cleanliness, and has too much self- 
respeef to suffer herself, or her children, to go down to their 
daily work unwashed. Here, too, God’s Word meets her. 
The dirt she abhors, is a picture of that sin which defiles 
the soul, and makes her hateful in His sight. Each sin 
is as a spot of filth before Him. Let her hear His voice, 
saying: — “ Wash you, make you clean; put away the evil 
of your doings from before mine eves ; cease to do evil.” 
(Isaiah i. 16 .) 

[We will hope to attend the cottage-mother down stairs 
next month. — Eh."! 

THE YOUTHFUL MOTH EH ANT) HER 'BABE. 

“ I love thee so — I love thee^o-gl cannot be at rest.” 

TO MRS. H. 

Dying ! yet to live for ever ! 

My precious treasure — tome, nestle down, 

Beneath the folds of my silken gown, 

There’s nought too good for thee ! 

I would give my gems ynd gold away, 

And all on earth, to insure tliy stay, 

Thou art so dcrfl* to me. 

n ** 

Dying ! yet to live for ever ! 

Thy fragile frame-ytby btautfiuis form — 

Oh ! I will shield it from every storm, ' 
ff hfr And love thee to the last. 

My babe! nty treasure! what wilt v thou be? 
Wbat’j-oy$— - wbat^sorrows are stored for thee, 
fc) Ere thy sweet life is past? 
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• Dying! yet to live for t ever! 

Young mother — hush ! the book Jfe sealed ; 

But its folded leaves shall lfc revealed, 

When th(yi and babe shaft stand 
Beholding the gr§at wliito tlironc on high, 

With all our race up iu yonder sky, 

Hard by the angel’s land. 

Dying ! yet to live for ever ! 

Come — give thy frail, precious J>aba away, 

By this perchance you insure its stay, 

If good for it — and thee. 

If spared — Oh ! train it for the sky, 

Thy child* and tTiou must surely di£, 

It is ttie Lord*s decree. 

' July 1 6th, 1854. 

«L 

HINTS FOR PARENTS AA f D SONS.— No'. II. 

The scene described last month is But a sample of what 
occurred constantly. Mr. and Mrs. Cojeman were good 
sort of respectable people, who cared for their children 
mentally* ancf physically, and meant to be good parents. 
But there *\v^s for ever some scene of dispute — stern looks 
and harsh commands— ^o that they were # really a wretched 
family. Under these influences, James, who was im- 
petuous and self-willed, but very affectionate, began soon 
to spemrtiis leisare hours iti places»of resort for loiterers, 
lyhere he saw much to encourage his reckless and disobe- 
dient spirit. Little did his parents realise, in the bustle of 
their hurrying life, the effects c*f the h*>nte training*; nor 
were they aroused to James’s » danger, till his prolonged 
absence from home, and late hours ii» the evening, caused 
a severe reprimand from father. With a heart swelling 
with rage he yvent to .his room^Uutngt to bed: he resolved 
to leave his home. 

James looked cm his little brother, whoift he loved, but 
with whom he* was ever quarrelliag. He was half-tempted 
to lie down; but jiq! he thought hoy cross* his mother 
k 2 
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would look, and how ljarshly his father would speak at 
breakfast. He tlioughtjof his little sister IJrn, and wished 
to kiss her ; “ But,” §aid he to himself, “ she will soon snap 
like the rest — she grows more fretful every day. No, I 
will go out of hearing of it all/' He then softly let him- 
self down from the window, and was soon in the night 
train. A few days found James tossing upon the waves of 
the wide, deep, trackless ocean, and on he went towards 
the fields of gold, often vexed at the services he was 
called upon to perform ; sometimes longing to be again in 
the home of t his childhood; at oj.her times writhing, as 
he thought of the anger of his /ather, smd the reproaches 
of his mother. But some of that ship’s company were 
never to see the distant land, where they had hoped to 
find treasures of gold, and happiness. Seven of them 
were carried o(T by fever, and on that fatal list was read 
by agonised hearts, in his father’s and his mother’s home, 
the name of “ J&incs Coleman, aged sixteen. ” 

Boys ! if your father and mother, in the midst of their 
many cares, of which you know nothing, often ‘increased 
sevenfold by their anxieties for you, are less tender and 
forgiving than you think they should be, will you throw’ 
off all regard for them, pll gratitude for their constant 
proofs of real affection, and make shipwreck of your own 
character and herpes, fend brefck their hearts? No — no — 
rather, with noble disregard of your own feelings, try still 
more to please them, and soothe their weary spirits ; so 
you shall reap v tl*e reward of* well-doing, and the blessing 
of Him who has given ‘yo& the fifth commandment, with a 
promise, w 

Fathers ! proyoke not j,our flhildfen to anger, lest they 
be discouraged; the 4 ternptter is ever at hand to lead them 
astray. harsh reproof, the undeserved blame and 

cold silence, where there should be the kind inquiry or 
the affectionate* welcome, may chill the young heart, and 
cause reserve where there should be the* fullest confidence. 
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• Mothers! where shall the young spirit look for the 
saving confid&ice of love, if not «to you ? The youthful 
heart craves sympathy — it must have it. If not found at 
home it will seek it elsewhere, and .it may be amid many 
dangers ; and then, when your child’s heart shall cease fo 
]?eat, how will you remember words and looks that bite like 
a serpent, and sting like an adder! Love and kind words 
do wonders. Try the effects in your, home circle, ami tell 
us the good results. 


•'HUSBAND'S TEA.” 

“ O woman ! self- forgetting womay ! poetry of, human life 
Neglect ? O libel on a world where half that world is woman I” 

“Well, I never! Mrs. Morris, why how poor the tea 
has got .all at once! Why, sure enough, it is as bad as 
‘husband’s tea’ now.” This* speech was made by a 
blunt, rcgigh* rosy-fac£d matron, who was presiding at her 
tea-table, jftid entertaining a friend, who was a gentle, loving, 
and loveable young woman, that had not long worn a gold 
circlet, and been called “ Mrs. Morris.* “ Thank you, 
Mrs. Chubb, my tea is very good; and they say strong 
tea is not good, for the nerves ; but,’* continued Mrs. 
Morris, “what can be the* inclining of ‘husband’s tea?’ 
I have often heard the expression, and wondered what it 
could mean — do tell me.” 

“ Why, as to the saying,” re^lirid Mrs. Chubb, “ I am 
sure I don’t know how it came among ps; but I reckon that 
some wife, who liked hef own deaf self better than anybody 
else, used* to drink all* the ^trojfg tea, and leave water in 
the teapot for her good man.” “Dear me, Mrs. Chubb, 
do you think there ever ebujd be a wife so ynkina? Why, 
when my George is later than usual, if I poijr out one 
cup for myself I add half water, fc&ring it ^ould mot be 
good enough? for *him. Why, to be sure, I should think 
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every wife would give, the best of everything to he.r 
husband.” Oh, (fear ! Jdrs. Morris ! — excuse my laughing ; 
but, bless you, when you have been called Mrs. Morris 
twenty years, you will perhaps tliirfk differently. Why, I 
know a wife who has a downright good tea, long before her 
husband comes home ; and I have seen him, with my own 
eyes, eating cold potatoes and salt — poor soul! — after- 
wards ; and, between you and me and the post, I have 
called him in just as Chubb has been at his supper, as an 
excuse to give the poor man a bit. This is a queer work- 
a-day world of ours, Mrs. Morrjs! there is a deal of 
selfishness in it, ' though some, people* do cry up human 
beings as naturally good — kind of half-way angels ; but* I 
have never see,n the good, perfect souls yet, when there is 
no religion in them to teach them what goodness itself was 
when it lived over among the Jews; and I guess wc are, 
most of us, a little matter slow to learn of Him ! ” “ Well, 
I should expect^ that every kind, loving wife would clo all 
in her power to make her husband, comfortable, and give 
him the best tea instead of the worst.” “ Ye§— yes, you 
are right, too, depend upon it, Mrs. Morris. Go on acting 
thus, and keep a^happy, loving lrt)ine for your husband ; 
and he will the more, likely keep a good roof over your 
head, and not go from home to find kindness and comfort. 
I always say, as the lfUsbands* earn the money they ought 
to be well attended to. P began so with my Jack Chubb, 
and I mean to continue the same as long as I walk along 
life by his side/* * 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY MOTHER; OR, 
THOUGHTS FOR GWOVN-IfP DAUGHTERS. 

. u *• <1 

^ ( {Continued from 'page 148 .) 

u I must noft go on to that day, the most painful to 
recall of all my iife, It* was a mild afternoon in October, 
and my mofther satin her accustomed place x watching the 
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leaves of autumn as they fell ,1 was walking: with aw 

f • ^ 

intimate friend — a gay, thoughtless thing was Fanny- 
pouring into her willing ear my many plans, while she m 
return related hers tcf me. Long we talked ; and when 
she departed she said, ratlier loud, ‘ Be assured your secret 
is safe with me ! ’ ‘ It is well,’ I replied ^ ‘ for you are the 

only person to whom I would confide it.* 

“ We parted. I went to my mother’s room to get a 
book 1 wished. As I entered she said, with a sweet smile, 
‘What important thing is that, dear, which must be kept 
so secret?’ ‘Nothing,’ was my answer; but I blushed 
deeply. ‘ And would. “ nothing ” cause my daughter to look 
so troubled 1 * and she took one of my hands within her 
pale fingers. ‘Of course I meai^ mamma* nothing that 
would interest you' ‘ Nothing tlmt would interest me ! * 
she repeated slowly ; then added, mqre as if talking to 
herself than to me, ‘The singing of the birds, the 
humming of tin? bees, even the falling of the leaves, 
amuse me, bijt ’—she raised her large blue eyes to mine — 
‘ the confidence of nw only child, which gives pleasure to 
a stranger, would not interest me ! O my daughter ! ’ 
She took her baud from Tnine, and.rcsted her head upon it. 
I resumed my search for the bo#k, /vhen suddenly turning 
to me, she spoke with unusual firmness. ‘ My daughter, 
listen ! If it is, as I have heard, a?id that with sorrow, 
that you have given your affections to young Berton, and 
your confidence concerns him, I do not ask^ou for it^but, 
mv child, I beseech you to heal* me ; Hearken- not to his 
smooth words ; he will make yo\i miserable ! ’ 

“ 1 hurried to leave the room, • saying, ‘ I am quite old 
enough to. judge for *iys£tf as^to a suitable companion, 
therefore youradvice is not needed ! ** She arose from her 
chair and stood before me-r-that tail, trembljpgifglft-e, with 
all colour gone from her face, and her thin hands clasped 
tightly on her fiosom ; she spoke ft loucl, clear vegee,— 

‘ Eleanor, I w^Jl net heseech you — T, j^uy dying aaother. 
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command you not to 'marry that man ; arid if you do, 
remember you disobey, my last injunction!* She sank 
into her chair, and * I flew from the apartment. As I 
hastened through the garden I involuntarily turned towards 
her window, and beheld her there, with her pale face raised 
to heaven, and hpard her words — ‘ Oh, my Father ! pardoyn 
me if I have sinned ; and save, 0 save my child W 

“.Why did I not Return, as I felt inclined to do, and ask 
her forgiveness? My proud spirit urged me on. To 
Fanny 1 told all. That night I was married to Berton. 
We left the village. I left my* mother alone with her 
servants ; and when, three, day t after, *1 returned to my 

home, and went to her room, I found her dead ! 

There she lay her pale hands folded, her cheeks cold, and 
those lips, which had sb often spoken kindly to me, colour- 
less’. 1 stood beside her, and bitterly, so bitterly repented. 
‘ Oh, m.y mother ! 5 I cried, * come back, come and tell me 
you forgive me ? ’ All was still ; but it was a silence that 
spoke, — that said, “thou hast done this! thou hast killed 
thine own mother!” In fearful agony I prayed — I, who 
for years had not bent my knee to God — prayed for for- 
giveness. They found me in that room, ill and delirious, 
and feared I should dk> ; but death was too light a punish- 
ment for my great offence. 

“ My husband live^d but three years ; of those years my 
mother had predicted rightly. My child died, — it was just 
that 1, who had trampled undfr foot a mother’s love, should 
know its strength but to' lose the object of it. But I can 
speak no more of this. 1 cannot calmly recall those years 
of c suffering, yet willingly would I open anew those wounds 
if daughters would take yarning from my life,’ and bring 
not the grey hairs of their parents in sorrow to the grave ; 
then, fbo, wo\dd peace rest upon them, and happiness be 
theirs evermore.” 


C, A. C. 
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CAIN AND HIS PUNISHMENT. 

We find this deepfy effecting history upon the very 
threshold of the Scripture narrative ; nor does the sacre'd 
historian vouchsafe to give us any information as to Jhe 
ages of the several parties. All that it condescends to tell 
as is, that Cain was the first-born, that Ire was a filler of 
the ground, and that Abel was a keeper of sheep. It k 
probable that the generations of man had considerably 
multiplied, and that these were hy no means the first 
offerings the youn£ men hud presented before God. 

' Cain was the first-born ; the strength of his father, the 
joy of his mother. The name sirnjfiy means acquisition ; 
and, however fondly their hopes mfght have been entwined 
around this, their first-born, they we*c doomed to bitter 
disappointment; and how sadly was it so in the case of 
David, who nainetl his lovely child Absalom, the son of 
his peace^ (iain was •the first child born into the world 
under the cwq*se ; the first that was nourished at the breast 
of his mother ; the first that trod the earth, and became 
the hope of his parents ; the first vo blight their hopes, and 
the first to moisten the earth with *he blood of man : for 
he lifted up his hand against Abel his brother, and slew him. 

How soon the seeds of s’in sprang up ! how soon they 
citme to perfection ! Here we find the first-born son of the 
first man, committing the foulest deed, under the fwilest 
circumstances. How his whole soift must have*shaken, as 
he looked upon the streaming blood and mangled* body. 
What a deed had he done ! There, in that lone field, ^he 
monster, death took .hil firs% victim ; bogarfa carnage which 
was to sweep successive generations from the earth, uptil 
the trump of tlio archangel, shall sound, w|jen all that are 
alive shall be changed. . 

It would seem that this vile murderer inv^Jed his con- 
fiding and unmspefctftig brother to take*a walk in tfce open 
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field, and there perhaps they talked about their late offer- 
ings ; and whilst Abel,, with the tenderness of a brother’s 
love, strove to direct his mind to the great Mediator, 
Cain became very angry, and liis countenance fell, and he 
rose up against Abel his brother, and slew him. Soon 
after this, Cain met his Maker with a ruffled brow, and 
the Lord said unto him: — “Cain, why art thou wroth, 
and f why is thy countenance fallen? if thou hadst had 
respect unto the great Mediator, thou shouldest have been 
accepted ; but, because thou hast no respect unto Him, 
now sin lieth at thy door.” And the Lord said unto Cain, 
“ Where is Abel thy brother?” And^he said, “ I know 
not. Am I my brother’s keeper?” What a ready lie 
was this ! How sad a proof that he was far gone in 
iniquity ; and what a proud and awful insult to the Deity 
Am I my brother’s keeper ?” But it is vain to kick 
against the pricks. Shall mortal man strive with his 
Maker ? And -lie said,, “ What hast thou done ? the 
voice of thy brother’s blood crieth unto me from the 
ground ; and now art thou cursed from the eai th, which 
hath opened her mouth to receive thy brother’s blood from 
thy hand. And the Lprd set a mark upon Cain, lest any 
finding him should kill him.” Probably this mark was a 
consciousness upon Cain’s mind that he should not come 
to his death by violent means: 

Let us he sure our sin Will find us out. There is many 
a siry which rankles in the memory, which would grieve 
the soul to have paraded before our friends. Deeds of 
darkness, deeds of solitude. But they are all known to 
our Mak£r, and tfith ell their aggravating circumstances, 
too, which it would be dij|icul{>to i$ake others understand. 
O come, humble thyself 'before God, confess thy iniqui- 
ties, flrtTTtr the blood of sprinkling ; and for the sake of 
Jesus Christ he will blot out thy transgressions, and 
remember then! no more, but cast them as a stone into the 
midst *of the sea. ** M. B. 
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AND LITTLE £!RL* ; 

OR, A VOICE FROM THE WORK-ROOM. NO. IT. 

ft 

At four o’clock Annie nan in, with a bright eye and joy- 
ful smile. “ Mother, mother stop your work ! I was 
right ; you have made a mistake. Miss Stanley does not 
go on Tuesday next, but the Tuesday after, and you havp 
made a mistake of a week.* 1 “How* do you .know, 
Annie?” “Why, mother, she gave us our chapter for 
next Sunday, and said, if it pleased God, she would ques- 
tion ns on it next Sundtfv morning, and after ’that she was 
going out for someVeeks.’* It was too late, the dress was 
done. 

“Mrs. Rice wishes to see you, ’ma’am^” said Miss 
Stanley’s maid, on the following morning. “ Oh ! poor 
woman, to say she cannot do my dress*; well, it cannot be 
helped. • Goad morning, Mr?. Rice.” “I have brought 
your dress, ma’am.” “ You cannot do it ; well, never 
mind.” It*is dane„ ma’am.” Miss Stanley gazed at hqr 
pale^worn fSloe very earnestly for some moments ; then the 
truth flashed into he.r mind, and solemnly, jet with «a quiver- 
ing, lip, she said, Then yow must havs worked yesterday ” 
The tone, more than the words, wen/ to the woman’s heart. 
“ I drJ, ma’am,” ftafd she, sqhbing latterly ; “you said it 
must come torday.” “ Oh ! no,jno ; next weak I meant-^- 
next Monday. How could you think I wished you to 
break the Sabbath?” “ Y*u said on ^fpnday, ra&*am, 
and I did not like to oflfehd voq.” • “ I was very wrong,” 
said the lady, “ t§ speak so carelessly ; # but I thquglit you 
had known me sufficiently well to understand, that on no 
account would I induce*you to tjUnsgress God’s command- 
ments ; my poor friend* I •■am very sorry.” little 

girl said she was gure there' was a mistake, for you taught 
her so different.” “The Lord/or^ive ps both,” said 
Miss Stanley, solemnly : “ and will you promise me hever 
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to do such a thing again, however tempted ? I, on iny 
part, will promise you ^to be for the future doubly careful 
in giving my orders, to you, and to others.” “ Indeed, 
ma’am, I never will commit suclf a sin again, by God’s 
help, for I never was so unhappy in all my life. I knew I 
was doing wrong, and I had not courage to do right.” 

Female friends ! whether the employers or the employed, 
learn, we beseech you, a lesson from our sketch of real 
life. Sunday-school teachers! may we point out to you 
the valuable hint given in little Annie’s testimony to her 
instructress— “ Mother, she always does herself what she 
teaches us to do/’ One 4 of the,. Stanley Family. 


hints on teaching filial obedience. 

Some say that ti stern maintenance of parental authority 
is best, demanding perfect obedience, without any attempt 
to convince the child of the propriety or kindness of the 
requisitions, and without any manifestations of» sympathy 
for the pains and ditficulties which are to be' met. Under 
such discipline children grow *up to fear their parents 
rather than to love 'and trust them, while some of the most 

V, * 

valuable principles ox character are chilled, or for ever 
blasted. Iu shunning thi» danger, ethers pass lo the 
opposite extreme. Nothing is exacted without the implied 
concession that the child is to be a judge of the propriety 
of tlie requisition. Th\s system produces a most perni- 
cious influence ; children soon perceive the position thus 
allowed to them, *:nd take every advantage of it. 

% The medium course is, for the parent to take the attri- 

* q 9 (p r 

but© of a superior who has a perfect tight # to control every 
actioi^A^he child, and that, foo, without giving the reasor 
for the requisition. “ Obey, because your parent com • 
mands is ’a cufficienk reason. But cart* should be takci 
to convince the qjiild that the parent is conducting a course 
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of discipline designed to make hitn happy; and in forming 
habits of impljcit obedience, self-denial*, or benevolence, 
the child should have the reasons of most requisitions 
kindly stated — not as t riuht, but as an act of kindness 
from the parent. * 

It is impossible to govern children properly, especially 
those of a strong and sensitive feeling, without a constant 
effort to appreciate the value which they attach to their 
enjoyments and pursuits. 

Next to the want of government, the two most painful 
sources of evil to children are — unsteadiness of government, 
and ovcr-indul(/eni$. Most of the casts in which the 
children of sensible and conscientious parents turn out 
badly, result from one or the other .of these causes. In 
cases of unsteady government, eTtJier one parent .is very 
strict and severe, and the other excessively indulgent, or 
else the parents arc sometimes very strfet and decide d, and 
at other Times allow disobedience to go unpunished. In 
such cases children, ngver knowing exactly when they can 
escape with impunity, are constantly tempted to make the 
trial. Some*persous, in shunning this evil, go to the other 
extreme, and arc very pertinacious in regard to every requi- 
sition. AViih these, penalties ajboumf, until the children 
are hardened into indifference of feeling, or else become 
excessively irritable or misanthropic.* 

.It demands great wisdom aftd self-control to escape 
these extremes. In arriving at this, parents have found 
the following maxims of grAt value : — Av&id, as much as 
possible, the multiplication of rufces ind absolute commands; 
and sometimes 'take the, attitude ,of advisers. -There are 
cases when distinct commands are ncedfyl, and in sdeh 
cases a penalty for ’disobedience should be as steady and 
true as the law of Nature. * 

Another maxim,* and perhaps the most 9 difficult, is — 
Do not govern by the aid of severe gnd afagry tones. In 
some families the most efficient government & sustained 
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without the use of an angry tone; and in others less efficient, 
discipline is kept up by severe rebukes and angry remon- 
strances. In the first fcase, the children follow the example 
set them, and seldom use severe tones to each other ; in 
the latter case, words and angiy tones generally resound 
from morning to night. 

• Another important maxim is~^Try to keep children itf a 
happy state of mind. Every one knows it is easier to sub- 
mit *to« rules when cheerful and happy, than when irritated. 
This is peculiarly true of children*; and a wise mother, 
when she finds her child impatient and fretful, and .doing 
wrong, will often remedy the whole bjr‘ telling some story, 
i>x engaging the child’s mind In some sport. This shows 
the importance of learning to govern children without the 
aid of angry (ones, whitfn always produce irritation. 


A LESSON ON PJtAYElL 

A little boy, who was just learning to tallt, sat on his 
mother’s knee. She said to him*. “ Are you not a happy 
little boy, to have a'kirid mamma to wash you, and dress 
you, and walk with yda, and love you ? I once knew five 
little children wlio hpd no father and no mother.”* The 
child pondered an instant* and then said, “ And what did 
they do, mamma? Did they pray to God to give them a 
uewTpapa and jn$mma V* The mother was rather at a loss 
how to answer her little ty>y, but she was reminded of a 
lesson which the c\iild seemed tp understand .more practi- 
cally ’than she did herself— that God is a hearer of prayer; 
that ^he object of prayer td receive— what ** ye ask \n 
prayer J^glieving, ye shall receive.”* We cannot too early 
teach our children that God is the source of every blessing, 
and we shoulck let thejm see that it is a practical thing 
with bursebes. E. G. 
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BY A GENTLEMAN’S KEtf. 

^hy not be polite ? Hdw muclt does it cost to say ** I 
thank you ?” Why not practise it at home ? If a stranger 
dees you some little act of courtesy, how sweet the smilirfg 
acknowledgment! If your wife, or your husband, ali ! “it’s' 
a matter of course — no need of thanks.*’ If a stranger by 
accident does your dress an injury, you exclaim, “ Never 
mind ! do not think of it ! I do not care !” But if a dear 
one at home does the mischief, frowns are seen. Little 
things tell mightilyupon the heart. Are gentlemen the 
same at home ‘and abroad? Let us see. A gentleman 
stops at a friend’s house, and finefe it in confusion, Ho 
does not sec anything to apologize fur. Oh no ! he “ never 
thinks of such matters;” everything 'is all right; cold 
rooms, cold supper, crying children, “ perfectly comfort- 
able.” He goes home, where the wile has been taking 
care of the children, who are sick, and is half dead with 
fatigue, but "there he “ does not see why things cannot be 
kept in better order ; there never worn such cross children 
before.” No apologies accepted at home. Why not bo 
polite at home ? Why not use freely that golden coin of 
courtesy? How sweet they cmind, those little words, “ I 
thank you;” or, “ you are veiw kind.” Yes, doubly 
sweet from the lips wo love, when heart-smiles make the 
eye sparkle with the deaf light of,adeetio:h - Be polite M 
your children. Do you expect thenfro btr mindful of your 
welfare? to grow glad at your approach ? to bound away 
to do your pleasure before the request is half spoken ? 
Then with all your dignity and authority mingle politeness ; 
give it a iliehe in ybtir. household temple; only ih^n will 
you have learnt the* secret of sending out hlto the world 
really “ finished •’ gentlemen ami Irdies. What we say we 
say unto all, Bi: Polite. ^ 
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FRAGMENTS £0R SPARE MOMENTS. 

HOy TO BE 1IAPPT. 

First, try your best to make others happy. “ I never 
was happy,” said ascertain king, 1 “till I began to take 
pleasure in the welfare of my people ; but ever since then, 
in the darkest day, I have had sunshine in my heart.” 
Secondly, “ Be content with little.” There are many good 
reasons for this rule. We deserve but little, we require 
but little, and “better is little with the fear of God than 
great treasures, and trouble therewith.” Two men were 
determined to be rich, but they^set about it in different 
ways; for the one strove to raise up his means to his 
desires, while the other did his best to bring down his 
desires to his. means. T|ie result was, the one who coveted 
much Was always repining, while Jie who desired but little 
was always contented. Thirdly, “Look on the sunny side 
of tilings.” 

“ Look up with hopeful evosi 
Though iill jhings seem forlorn ; 

The sun that sets to-night will rise 
Again to-morrow morn.” * 

The skipping lajnb, the singing lprk, and the leaping fish, 
tell us that happiness is not confined to one place; God 
in His goodness has spread it abroad on the earth, in the 
air, and in the* waters. Two aged w^mcn lived ih the 
same cottage; one was always fearing a storm, and the 
other was always looking for sunshine. Hardly need I say 
which it was who wore forWdding frown, or which it was 
whose face was lightecKup.with joy. 


NOTICES QV BflOKS. 

1 * *• * , 

Bethan y ; or, Christ in the Family Loudon: Hamilton and Co. 

A vefjfcBS.p, truthful, and useful little work., 

“ The Deluge : ” “ Tfie Evade ; Nos. VI. and VII. qf Biblical 
IMerature . “London : freeman. 

Aty interesting periodical. 
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THE GLEANERS. . 

“ Oh, run — run, and see the glelners ; there they aTe, all 
waiting till eight o’cloajc, when the sheaf is always taken 
out of the field, that they*may all* nlsh in and gather thp 
scattered ears of the precious wheat. Oh, do look, Ma, 
how selfish that woman is in the blue apron ; she ought 
not, according to the rules, to go into the field before the 
others ; but she makes believe she is*sitting down#td rest 
in the middle of the field, and she is gathering all the time, 
and she knows it is not fair. I hate selfish people — that 
I do.” “Take cjlre, my boy,” said Mra. Hayward, “that 
you never do the* thing you 'now hate. I hope my son 
will never be s'elfish.” 

Ah, there they all go in; olc^women and maidens — 
grey-haired men and boys — and the young mothers with 
their babies. There is the basket-cradle, with the babe 
in it, screaming, at the top of its voi^e, while a tiny 
creature, not much larger than itself, is rocking the wits 
out of ik. Poor baby ! Maybe you are alarmed at the 
sight of thhtall green bough waving fearfully for ever over 
your young head — wondering what on earth it can mean, 
that dark moving thing between Irnhy’s face and the clear 
blue sky. Cry on, poor little moutmer! thy mother is too 
busy gathering b#ead for thee and rest, to heed thee 
now l She will give thee an additional hug, by-and-by, 
when the gleaning is over. 

• Oli ! how anxious they til secern for i he* bread that will - 
not last; but who ever saw si*ch vt group waiting # at the 
gate of the King’s “house,” where £he bread of life is 
given for the asking ? Th{p, indeed, the old people w£uld 
say — “i am. too old*to gath$ it!” the young .would 
exclaim — “ Time enough *yet ! ” and the Jfcuvg^m other 
would tell us slie* is “obliged to stay at^home to nurse- 
baby ! ” Ah b so it is ! Yet tbere^ is » place where a 
much larger groug will meet one day^ young andf old 1 -- 

VOL. VII. 
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rich and poor — feeble age and’ babyhood — the gay and the 
grave — all must , stand* together before the Lord of the 
harvest, net indeed to glean — for the gleaning time will be 
over — but to behold another kind ^f “reapers” separating 
between the tares and the wheat — the one to be burned in 
the quenchless fire, and the other to be gathered into the 
granary of the King of kings ! 

Mother! as you gleaned in the fields, did you ever think 
of tbis^? And did your heart go up in gratitude to Him 
who sent the rich showers and the beautiful sunshine to 
mature the precious grain ? We heard you say, “ What 
fine great heavy ears ” you were gathering, and that the 
“potatoes at home were like a balWf flour,” and that 
" the oats and barley fields were loaded, the like yon had 
never seen.” , Did you think of the Great Giver of all this, 
good mother ? Did you gather your little ones around 
you, before the hueband and father came home from his 
late reaping, to thank the Lord of the harvest ? , Ah, we 
have had grumbling days enough, do let us hear of some 
thanksgiving days now. And, mother, allow us to express 
a hope that you may never have to exclaim, in the bitter- 
ness of despair, when the reaping and gleaning times are 
oxer — “The harvest is* past, the summer is ended, but I 
am not saved! ” You wifi have to blame none but your- 
self. 


THE DYING YOUNG MOTHER. 

The following death bed, conversation was detailed by the 

mother of the departed one : — “ Mother,” said Mrs. H , 

as she drew near her end, “ I once thought I could be a 
Chiistian at any time easily ; but wben God took my little 
boy fromjne, I knew He did it to subdue the pride of my 
heart, and brivg me to the foot of the-efoss. Satan has 
permitted to tempt me, but the Saviour has always 
from hfs snares.” “I was absent from her 
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THE DYING YOUNG MOTHER. 

one day,” said her mother ; “ when I returned, she looked 
at me with such a heavenly expression, and exclaimed — 
‘Mother! I thought just now f was dying! I wen( 
to the foot of the crdss, with my burden of sins and 
sorrows, and left them theTe. Now all is peace — I am not 
afraid to die ! * Her father coming in, she to<?k his hand 
in hers, and said, ‘ My dear father, if I have prayed for 
one thing more than another, it has been for your salva-J 
tion; but God doubtless saw that my death — which will, 
I know, be one of the greatest trials you have ever met 
with — is necessary to sajsre you ; and although I love my 
parents, my husban^ and jpy children dearly as any one 
ever did, and have everything in this world I could wish 
for, yet I am willing to die. Here, Lord, take me ! * 
Her sister coming in, she said to lw — ‘ My (tear Caroline, 
you see what a solemn thing it is to die. What an awful 
thing it must be for those who have no God ! Hear 
sister ! ldhrn to lowe the Saviour ; Jearn to pray ; do not be 
too much taken up with the world— it will disappoint 
you! ’ ” • ^ 

After saying something to each one present, turning to her 
mother, she said, “ My dear mother, I thajik you for your 
kind care of me, for keeping me from places of dissipation. 
I thought once you ^ere too strict, but now I bless you for 
it! 1 shall not *be permitted to smooth your dying 
pillow; but I shall be ready to meet you when you land 
on the shores of Canaan. Dear mother, come soon ! ” 
To her husband, she then saidT — “*Dear hftslfSand, # vou were 
the loadstone that held me longest t5 the earth, but I have 
been enat^ed to* give yo^ up at last. # I trust you are a 
Christian, find we sball^meat in heaven. Tgtke care of ohr 
children, 'and bring them up for Christ* Keep them from 
the world.” Sim their prayed for them, an deafte* lying 
still for some time*, she said* — f< Mother, I ftiought 1 was 
going just now, &nd I tried to put^ip pne leaver more for 
my husband, children* and friends, but {looking up yith a 



smile), would you believe it ? 1 could not remember tbeir 
names! And I just said, ‘Here they are. Lord; 4atte 

them, and make them whet thou wouldst have them to he, 
mid bring them to thy kingdom At last ! * 99 When ahe 
was almost cold, and* her tongde stiffened, she motioned 
|o her mother to put her head near her. Her mother 
said, “ My dear child, it seems to distress you to talk; do 
not try.” The dying saint replied, “ Oh, mother, let me 
leave y*»U all the comfort I can ; it is you who must still 
suffer — my sufferings are just over. I am passing over 
Jordan, but the waves do not touch me. My Saviour is 
with me, and keeps them off. Never # be afraid to go to 
Him. Farewell — farewell f and now, Lord Jesus, come-r- 
come quickly ! My eyes are fixed on the Saviour, and alt 
is peace. Lft me rejoice — let me rejoice ! ” 

And so this dear young mother died. Her joy began 
on earth, but she now joins the blessed, blessed family in 
the heavenly heme, and, with them sings the everlasting 
song. Mother! young mother! 4 would you die thus? 
Would you like to be enabled to say a last farewell to your 
dear ones with a cheerful heart and a smiling face? Ah, 

then, go to Jesvs now / We would say, in the words of 
the dying young mother— Never be afraid to go to Him.” 
He is willing and waiting to bless yoij — hasten to receive 
that blessing. * 


MATERNAL ASSOCIATIONS. 

“ The starting-post i is definite and fixed ; but -what is the goal of 
tvneration ? > ’ 

We promised our frienS, wlio is discouraged in ’her work 
tnong mothers, to give her d, few* thoughts this month. 
$e\w£re reminded by her letter of a pfeper we gave, a few 
(wph since, another Magazine, headed “ The Mission of 
V®Jou§hr,” with the signature of “ C. M.” Perhaps 
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the Will accompany us over a portion of It *, %HMcjr 

hxWAnd others of our friends in their benevolent effort! In 

• 0 

trying to be useful to the mothers of our country. * 
©id you ever stand vfith a group of children by the side 
of*he ocean, and mark tlTem as they gathered the pebbles 
which line its shore, and hurled them one by .one beneath 
its surface? Did you observe each little stone, hcrv/lfc 
formed a vortex where it fell ? and how the waters con- 
timied to whirl around — one ring succeeding another, and 
again another and another — till the whole series of these 
eddying movements was*lost in the wide waste of waters ? 
And did it strike, you tfyat this was an emblem of the 
work ’of a thought or of an influence thrown from 
one human spirit on another mind,; that that thought 
may there generate other thoughts, that will bear.in the 
part that being has to play in the world’s history; 
that these again may awaken kindred thoughts, and 
prompt \o accompanying actions, as other beings come 
within the circle of th^ir influence ; and that these, in like 
manner, fhay still carry on the train of influences to yet 
other beings* and still others, till the whole series termi- 
nates in that great unknown— beyofld the limits of time, 
or it may be, still stretch far y»to that vast, unseen gulf, 
yet carrying on a mighty mission, generating other thoughts 
and other influences, a continued scries* of never-ending 
duration, all the product of this first germinating thought? 

Did you think of the many collateral thoughts and 
’movements and influences thftt may be developed from the * 
power of this first thought? How*an impulse, which has , 
sprung from its’ action, njay generate other influences, lhat . 
will again be carried on in •other* series of .perpetual dila- 
tion, modified «by association with other influences, *or by 
the soil. on which they* *ope* ate, or by the actiow of outward 
events ? Did you’ carry on ’the idea, and tlftnk how these^ 1 
series of thoughts and influences? wjjh thfe corresponding 
development of outward action, wou-ld* exert % pqper qn 
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opposing influences, and tend to counteract, or modify, or 
change them ; sb that at length, by the combined force 
or continued agency 6f the former, these last may be 
accessary in forwarding the mission of that first primary 
thought, while the character of ? the whole would be again 
modified by certain characteristics which these accessary 
influences may retain of their former tendency ? 

Now, only imagine thiS mighty force still thus increasing 
indefinitely, still multiplying according to its increased 
ratio, and enlisting collateral and opposing influences, what 
a mighty thing it will be for harmjpof for good, throughout 
our world’s history ! Imagine it successful, how it will 
carry all before it with a great sweeping energy ; or view 
it crushed, how the ^various ingredients will rise up from 
the chaotic mass, and pemented, it may be, only the more 
strongly, will become again firm and mighty, to hurl before 
it all opposing principles. Or, imagine it overpowered by 
counteracting influences, how the mass of accumulated im- 
pulses, all traceable to that first thought, will still exist, and 
float about and modify other influences ; and, perhaps, under- 
mine, and at length prove victorious over all resisting agencies. 

Let all who ljave*the forming, >of other minds, or have 
influence over young immortals, look well to the thoughts 
they cherish ; for their thoughts have an outward bearing, 
and their effect* may be devyloped with a mighty power 
throughout an endless exi stence. They may place the first 
link in a chain that will encircle eternal ages. They may 
give the first touch to a series of impulses that will extend 
throughout futurity, tehing on the destiny of millions of ever- 
exiating intelligences, with a power that shall occupy their 
ovtoi wondering gaze, and add joy or horror to their lot, in a 
measure that can onjy be known when the great mysteries 
of tha^vasj, future shall become matter, of' personal ex- 
perience and actual consciousness. « 

Let us the& wojrk on in our Matenfal Associations. 
Suppose only one another is led to return by them to attend 



FATHERS ANI) MOTHERS, ACT IN UNISON. Iftf 

to her maternal duties. 'Behold her in her momentous 
work. Her little giddy group — ill-trained before— now bow 
with her before the God of heaven , # and by her precept and 
example they becomes truthful, honest, prayerful. She 
sends them forth into the •w orld ; when old and grey, they 
will remember a mother’s tender piety, and the recollection 
of her prayers shall arrest the strong *inan in his sin; 
children’s children shall, through this one mother’s efforts, 
learn to serve the Lord;' and if you eaft tell wlvpre the 
movement of the waters will end, set in motion by the 
stone thrown into the ocean by the little child, then will we 
tell you where the influence of that ope thought on a 
mother’s responsibility, received at that Maternal Meeting, 
shall end. Bift eternity must tell the tale. As we said 
before, so we now reiterate — “ forward !” % must be our 
watchword, till the command comes to pass over Jordap. 


FATHERS AND MOTHERS, ACT IN UNISON. 

Ilow impossible it is for children to be trained aright, 
when par<m*s do not act conjointly, or contradict each 
other’s commands, thereby rendering it impossible for 
children to obey both. For in stance, »a mother says to her 
little girl — “ Martha, I wish you* to do such a thing 
directly.” The cjiifd has a foolishly indulgent father, who, 
she knows, has often yielded tocher wishes before, and let 
lier have her own way, even though in opposition to her 
•mother ; she goes to him uiyl says, “ Father, I do not like, 
to do so and so (what her mother bas just told her to do) 
— I need npt do it, need 1 ?” Perhaps the answer will be, 
“No, my dear; it is of* no importance, you may teaye it* 

alone.” . Where, afterta fei* su#h instances as that, is the 

• • • • 

mother’s influence over that child ? It is irrecoverably 
lost, and whc|js to blame but the father ? 'Jhe chift grow^ 
up despising Us mother’s authority, an$ spoiled by an 
indulgent father. 



IS8 TROUBLE ! WELL, WHAT iS IT? 

Again, perhaps a son has acted disobediently ; the father 
sees it right to -inflict’ some punishment upon his child; 
before that punishment has expired (perhaps it might be 
some kind of confinement for a cerlpin length of time), the 
father may be called away ; thm mother releases the hoy, 
fondles over him, and says, “ It was too bad ; you did not 
deserve to be used so” That child may dread his father, 
but the mother is not teaching him to love and honour him, 
and sh$ is making a red for herself. That boy will grow 
up to be a source of trouble to her ; he will not respect her, 
but will laugh her authority to scorn, and most likely quit 
the parental roof and all restraint kt the first opportunity, 

I am well acquainted with' two instances where the 
parents have acted just like this. A little girl commenced 
attending an infant class- in a Sunday school ; the first few 
times she was very regular, but gradually her attendance 
became less and less constant. The teacher called to talk to 
the mother about it — various trifling reasons had previously 
been assigned — but now the mother at length said, “Ma’am, 
I must candidly confess I have given up trying* t# make 
her come ; for sometimes, when I have positiedy said she 
should come, she has gone and asl^ed her father to let her 
stay, and though lie has heard what I have just said, still 
he gives wav, and says, ‘ ies, you may stay.’ lie always 
yields to her wishes.” The poor woman appeared to feel 
it a great trial, as she said she had nearly lost all authority 
over her child in consequence of its father’s indulgence. 
The child was \Jbiep not lour years old. 


TROUBLE! WELL, WHAT IS It? 

“I rNjW,” -says a chvbby/roiyid-faced boy. Let us 
listen ' for a moment to Ris innocent prattle ; his heart 
seems full; 'I £are say we shall have a tale dL woe/ Now, 
Wl what is it, my little man? “Naughty bo^ pushed me 
down,, and ran away with* my marbles.” 



TROUBLE ! — W8ML, WHAT IS IT? 199 

S : Let us >iaar another, who is anxious to give hrs testi- 
mony, being ^uite sure he knows what trouble is. Well, 
now, tell us what is the cause t>f sorrow to thy frank 
heart ? “ Oh ! the mJtster is so cross, and the lessons so 

hard — I have so much tcf learn, and* so little time to play** 
Another stage, and we have one equally anxious to Come 
forward and bear his testimony to the troubles of fife. 
Well, what can you have to say ? you have escaped from 
all the hard lessons and the troubles of* school I-^That 
is trifl* indeed; but I have tOopen and sweep the shop ; — 
to stand behind the counter all day, and then go to bed, so 
tired, and my bones so ache, that I canaot sleep ; besides, 
master thinks I can never db enough, and I am bound 
apprentice for seven years— O ! when will it be over !” 

Let us hear another witness, rrfo/e forward and .anxious 
than his fellows ; there is a firmness in his manner, a de- 
cision in his look, which seems to say — “ I am the man 
to give - an answer to your question, hoar me!” — Well, 
what have you to say ? surely, you must be a happy man, 
for yoU have 'escaped from the toils and troubles of your 
apprenticeship; the seven long years have pastel away; 
no shutters to take down on a frosty mining ; no sleep- 
less nights, from excess of toil # ; no 'master to scold and 
grumble — what can be the matter with you ? “ All you 

havS said may bo true ; butf I havedearned to count little 
of such things, in comparison avith what 1 t oio endure. 
The cares and responsibilities of business press heavily 
upon me ; lam often driven*almpst to desperation, to know" 
where to provide money for thorn elf s wages on a Saturday 
night — dishonoured bills distress me| beyond ^measure — ^ 
promises of payment from customers again and aguiti — 
great contracts to fulAl — men Areatpning to strike. for an 
increase of wages — this IJball trouble.” . 

Well, ce^nly/it looks *a great deal lilfe it; but her*- 
is another man* wishes to speak. • “I have Heard all that 
the gentlemen whq preceded me hue* said, Aid bear 
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unflinching testimony to the truth of every word, for I also 
have passed through it*, but they know nothing of the 
cares and vexations of* a family; they have no wife to 
scold and meddle — no children to cry and scream, hreakirtg 
his night’s rest, and driving slee^p from his weary eyelids 
— none to clothe — none to educate — my only comfort is, 
that they are growing up, and will soon be off my hands.”' 
Well, here is a man who can speak to that. “ Yes, I 
have heard a good deal about trouble in my day ; and I 
believe I am able to say something about the subjecCfrom 
long and deep experience. I am well and intimately 
acquainted with* all that has been said, and know it to be 
true ; but I have drunk deeper of the cup than they all, 
and must say, I never knew trouble till my children grew 
up, and, by thsir ungrateful conduct, blighted all my hopes 
and. withered all my joys. Some are miserable — some 
wicked— some a wreck in fortune — and O, some a wreck 
in mind. Old ege is emphatically the .time of trouble; 
then the spirits flag — flesh and heart fail — every load 
seems heavier than formerly— the clouds return after the 
rain — this, this is, indeed, trouble. I hard’ 'had large 
experience of my own ignorance av.d mistakes, but in God 
is all my trust ; every situation has its own peculiar trials, 
for * man is born to trouble, as the sparks fly upward.’ 
Learn, therefore, to bear meekly the burden that is laid 
upon you, remembering thp promise, f As thy day, so shall 
thy strength be.’ ” 

.A Friend of the Mothers. 

‘•‘Father is gone to, tins war, sir.” 

* <• 1 . (» ■ , . 

“ Father is gone to this*war, Sir.” — Thus- spake a little 

girl, as she entered the shop to purchase h al^a n-ounce of 
tea, and bursting into tears continued, “ Yesfpir, he went 
off thi$ morning' at a quarter to six o'clock ; v and whatever 
mother 1 will do* with us four children, I don’t know.” 



OLJ> WOMEN* 


1 * 1 . 

I endeavoured to console the child, whom I thought, as 1 
compared her to Rachel, “ would not be comforted ; ” when, 
to my great surprise, the child exclaimed, with a beam of 
joy on her countenance, “ But we all knelt down, and 
father prayed that God wbuld protect him and bless us j 
and then, oh, how he prayed that we might all meet 
again ; but poor mother, how she did cry, and that made 
us cry, too.” I was much interested with the dear little 
child, who, although evidently very pctor, was; nevertheless, 
very cl?an. 1 then asked, if her father and mother were 
inclined to piety, when T was delighted to find her reply in 
the affirmative. # 

. Oh ! ye fathers and mothers? these dear little ones w r ere 
doubtless being “trained up in the way they should go.” 
Now let me ask, with all affectioft^ how are # you training 
yours ? See what a comforting influence religion had over 
this family, especially at this parting farewell. Well, dear 
friends, you may not be called to separate *in this manner ; 
but I beseech you all to remember that a parting moment 
will surety come, when you will have to render in your 
account. Sflffer me to ask. Have you sought mercy of 
God through Christ ? and have you endeavoured that your 
youthful charge should experience* thb same blessedness? 
If so, you and they, whenever c&lled to separate, will 
rejoice together m the delightful anticipation of meeting 
e$ich other again, in yonder brigltf; and happy world, where 
bidding farewell will be unknown, and you shall be 

“ Far from a worldtaf grief and*siif, 

With God eternally shut ift.” ' H . B. 


OLD WOMENS— No. IYI 

• • • • 

The pedestrian beside t]Je hedge-rows and ijood^ copses 
of the beautiful district where my old womdh dwelt, woulckj 
scarcely have failed to remark an aged female; whose spare 
form and quick steps^ indicated, that fhyugh age had dim- 
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med the lustre of the eye, it had no power to quench the 
energy of her spirit. iTon would see her mostly intent on 
gathering sticks. . . . She was but the inmate of an 
almshouse ; but an exemption from some of the frequent 
maladies of advanced dife, rendered her a wonderfully useful 
character in the locality in which she resided. She was, in 
fact, to all intents and purposes, the parson of the neigh- 
bourhood. Sight, hearing, and verbal memory, were three 
talents,, she employed for the good of her neighbours. 
Trudging off to church, whatever the state of the weather, 
she would carefully treasure up the text and the heads of 
the discourse. 

On the Sabbath evenings the maimed, halt, and sick, 
whose infirmities precluded their attendance on public 
worship, assembled together to hear “ Neighbour W. 
and ably, in her own simple language, and with united 
reference to their' Bibles, did the old lady retrace the 
sermons of the ^days, feeding her hearers, we dflubt not, 
with the sincere milk of the word. We believe she still 
pursues these labours of love; and, in bringing this'fcbaracter 
before my readers, I had especially in view the urging of a 
similar course upon those who, young or old, being able to 
attend the public worship of God, are residing amongst 
those who are unable to do so, and who, without cost, 
might thus cheec thejieart of 'many a lonely and sorrowful 
disciple. Memory strengthens by exercise, like every other 
power, and you would reap incalculable benefit yourselves 
from cultivating a habit of awanging all you hear so as to 
reproduce it; indeed, every one accustomed to teaching is 
aware that we are never really acquainted with a subject 
till-we can repeat it or write it in our own words. It might 
be we]l first to write the h^ads of tvefy sermon or lecture 
you attend » t( tbe mind will soon grow accustomed to grasp 
the discourse, und retain it, so^that writing w® be needless. 
Practice makes perfect, and you must not be discouraged 

by repeated, failureg. Fauca. 

«» <*■ 



THE NEGLECTED CHILD. 


I never was a favourite. 

My mo? her never smiled 
On me with baft* the tenderness 
That blessed her fairer child. 

I’ve seen her kiss my sister’s cheek, 
While fondled on her knee; 

I’ve turned, away to hide m& tears, 

There was no kiss for me. 

» 

And yet I strove to please, with all 
My little store of sense ; 

I strovcf.to pleas* — afcid infancy . 

Can rarely give offence. 

But when my artless efforts met 
A cold, ungentle cheek* 

I did not dare to throw myself 
In tears upon her neck. * 

I’m sure I was affectionate — 

But in my sister’s face 
Tfiero seemed a look that claimed 
* • A smile, or an embrace ! 

But when I niised my lip to meet 
The pressure children prize, * 
None knew the feelings ojjmy heart- 
They $poke not in my eyes. 

• ? • 

But oh ! my heart too keenly felt 

The anguish of neglect — 

I saw iny sister’s lovely form 
With gems and Posesndecked ^ 

I did not covet ibem-*~but oft, 

• When wantonly reproved, ^ 

I envie d her the privilege 

Of being *o betoveefe 

• * 

But $ooti a"timeJof triumph came*— 
A time of sorrow., too — 

For sickness, o’er rny aider's forxz^ 
Its venomed mantle thre\^ ; 
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The features, once so beautiful, 

Now* wore the hue of death, 

And former friends shrank fearfully # 

Frouj her infectious breath. 

’Twas then, Unwearied, Vay and night,. 

I watched beside her bed, 

And fearlessly upon my breast 
I pillowed her poor head. 

She li^ed — she loved me for my care — 

My grief wa3 at an end ; 

I was a lonely being cube, 

But now I have a friend! T. H. B. 


A DAY WITH THJ* COTTAGER’S WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE. — No. III. 

t 

LIGHTING THE FIRE. 

The cottage-mother having, we take it for granted, com- 
mitted herself to God in prayer, hastens down «stairs to 
light her fire. She strikes a match ; at first, there is but a 
spark of flame, but she places it amidst the dry wood or 
straw, and how soon* a blaze is kindled ! As stick after 

r 

stick catches fire, does fehe not remember the words of St. 
James — “Behold, ho^ great aanatter a Ikllefire kindlbtli ; 
and the tongue is a fire — a world of iniquity.” How many 
a quarrel has begun, as the little spark of the match, with a 
* single angry woad ! An angry answer has been given, hasty 
speeches have followed • in quick succession, one neighbour 
after another has be^n drawn into the dispute,, till it has 
beccme a raging flame, difficult tq quench. If such thoughts 
come into the mind of the bptta^e-wffe while $he lights her 
fire, will she qot offer up a silent grayer that her own words 
«*that day may i&t be firebrands, r but that sjie may rather 
have grace to’ give the “vsoft answer that - turneth away 
wrath/" 
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SWEEPING THE HOUSE* 

The neat cottage-mother sweeps her bcfose ; she delights 
to make it comfortable for her husband and children. 
While she is thus employed, she may* recall a solemn 
parable of our Lord, whicft speaks of our hearts as a house 
that must be prepared — read it in Luke xi. 25. It is sweet 
to prepare a house for beloved guests ; blit what Christian 
would bear to think of sweeping and garnishing her heart as 
a house for Satan 1 Yet, if it is empty— if'Christ bb not 
there— if only outside sins are swept away — if it is decked 
and trimmed with self-righteousness and pride, — it is the 
very heart in which Satan will delight. .“The evil spirit 
takes to him seven other spirit^ more wicked than himself; 
they dwell there, and the laststate of that heart is worse 
than the first.’ * 

SCRIPTURE CHAR A CTERS . —No. IV. 

' • • 

ABIGAIL THE CARMELITESS. 

• • 

The rich promise of an eastern spring laughed on the 
plains, an<T flayed over the hills of Judea. Verdure and 
beauty were on the pastures of Carmel, iij which roved the 
flocks and herds of the wealthy # but dhurlish Nabal. The 
time of sheep-shearing was come, and already the farmer 
coulS and did r^kon on tjie increase to his goods from 
the heavy fleeces which were passing through the hands of 
his men. Hard by — wanderers without a home, hiding in 
* the wilderness from the malice gf kingJSaul — was a small* 

band of armed men, with David, Ihe anointed *s accessor 

• * 

to the throne, *at their head. Conscious of tfye aid and 
protection he and his followers had willingly given during 
the winter to, the h'er&raen of»%aba], David despatched a 
few of his yojing then fo ask for a supply of £)od, of 
which they stood 'greatly itf need, gently rlminding Nabal 
of past services to his servants and property. * But neither 
reverence to DavicL nor gratitude for.hjs protaction? found 
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a place in the breast of Nabal, and the messengers were 
repulsed with insolent contempt. Did we not know that 
the holiest saint,if left* fur an instant to himself, may he 
the vilest sinner, fare should marvel at the thirst for ven- 
geance shown by David when h$ had received the answer 
of Nabal. Alas, alas ! for the best of the Lord’s people, 
if grace does not prevent and follow them, and withhold 
them from sinning. 

Nabal had a 4 treasure, lent him by the Lord, of far 
greater value than all his worldly possessions. Abigail, 
his wife, was a woman of a good understanding, and of a 
beautiful countenance; and may we not add, that she had 
the wisdom that cometh from above ? It needs no exer- 
cise of fancy to picture to ourselves the domestic life of 
Abigail; the 4 pen of inspiration has distinctly traced it. 
Beauty, rank, and wealth were hers ; attendants bowed 
around her ; she had the rare gift of wisdom ; but was the 
married life of Abigail a happy one? Could there be one 
feeling in common between her and the churlish drunkard 
she called her husband ? Heavy and hard to beat was the 
cross which marked the lot of the wife of Nabal, yet, from 
her character, w$ feel sure that she did not sit still and 
repine ; that she did not pour her sorrows into the ears of 
gossiping female friends; that she did not, by neglect, or 
retaliation, or bitter words, aggravate h trouble. No — 
nobly and faithfully she ^performed her duties, drawing 
strength from the Mighty One to bear and forbear. May 
we not believe that love t$ thoir mistress, £s well as a trust 
in her wisdom, and a desire to save the house of Nabal 
from the tj^reatened^storm of David’s vengeance, prompted 
her*servants to inform her immediately of what had passed, 
and eq treat her protection and assistance, and, she promptly 
took measujps fpr averting the danger. Just so should 
^he wife and mother ever meet the dark hour, whether of 
loss or difficulty, that hangs over her household, thus 
proving here elf the hel p-meet of man. ( 
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* A PAGE FOR OUR BO^S. 

The other sicle of the great sea, fn a land whore a num- 
ber of cows are kept, a little boy was seel one afternoon, 
when he had returned front school, hastening to the pasture, 
to fetch his mother’s cow. As he was passing a stream of 
ufater, there came a number of idle, ill-looking, big boys, who 
hailed little Runt, and urged him to join them in stealing 
some apples from a garden. “No,” sard tHe lad, promptly, 
“I c&ftiot steal.” “Well,” rejoined the wicked party, 
“but you have got to, so come along.” “ No,” still cried 
the dear boy, “I wjll no? steal for anybody*” * % Thea they 
threatened to “duck him/^buf the threat did not frighten 
Runt. Then they dragged him to the river, and, in cruel 
sport, plunged him in. But the ^heroic bqy still cried, 
“No, I will not steal,” while the water was gurgling in .his 
throat. Again and again they tried to*turn him from the 
good principles he had learned at home ^nd in the Sab- 
bath school, but in vain. The cries of the dear boy grew 
fainter and fainter, and he was drowned. He could dib, 
but he wouCd not steal! 

A lad who stood nea% much frightenejl, took up poor 
Runt’s little coat, and ran to tell fhe* dreadful tale. The 
agonised parents did not find the* little boy till the next 
morning, and wh/ shall tety their anguish as they bent 
oyer the form of this loving and promising boy. * 

, Poor Runt was very fond of the Bible, and he loved his 
Saviour too, and" bis seat wamaevfr vacant in the Sabbath 
school. Mothers wept over the tale of poor Ffunt, and 
hoped their* boys would stand as firmly to the precepts of 
the Bible, and strong m^n wept over the martyr-child, 
saying, *“ God. he p’railed tor $ne la<J.” And now, good 
and rich people are raising for him a mogumynt, that hm 
name may be pefpetuated, 5 — but his recofd is on high* 
Boys ! Sabbftth*schooi boys ! boys of pious* mothers i it 
is far better to suffer than to steal. Vfts ; yow ha^*tnudb 



198 SEARCHING FOE A NEAT YOUNG SERVANT. 


better suffer from the hands of wicked lads, than disobey 
the great God, who can cast soul and body into that direful 
place where the fire is liofc quenched. 


SEARCHING FOR A NEAT YOUNG SERVANT. * 

. " Well, dear mamma, we called on Mrs. Rolls, of the 
shop, ^ho says that* she knows of two girls in the village 
whose mothers would be glad for you to engage them to 
assist Jane in the kitchen. One is the daughter of Jane 
Williams— she- i% just fifteen. The other is little Mary 
Fenn, who is rather younger.’^ “ I do not think, dear, 
that Jane Williams* girl would at all do for us; the poor 
child has had no opportunity of learning good habits.** 
“ Is not her mother a respectable woman, mamma ? ” “In 
some sense she may be called so, my dear ; but she is not 
a woman at all likely to send out daughters fit for*-respect- 
able situations. Her children’s clothes are neither ragged 
nor dirty, certainly; but they never look, even onpthe Sab- 
bath, as if they had been folded neatly, or kept with care ; 
nor are they put on with the le%st neatness. Set Mary 
Williams by the side of Hannah Ellis, whose parents are 
poorer, and the family larger, and little Hannah’s clean 
skin, smooth hair, and well-kept clothing* though not at all 
bettei than Mary’s, yet giye the child quite another appear- 
ance. Go into Mrs. Williams* house, examine all it contains, 
h *you will find uptljing well kept, and well cared for. Her 
husband*!* Sunday coat»doe« not look as if a brush had ever 
touched it v If yoi^ call upon her, she will- very likely tell 
y oil that the house is in a sad mpss, for she has been very 
busy all day. 1 should ntyt wish to go intQ, the kitchen, 
and, finding it thus, to be told by the little girl that, she is 
Aping to put things right, but that she has been very busy ; 
Ifrrl should lik$ her to be busy daily, but* untidy never,’* 
And I am sure v ipamma, that Janc\ would not like it, 



SEARCHING FOE A NEAT YOUNG SERVANT. 199 
, * •. 

for she is always tidy, and so are her places on her busiest 
days.” “ YesT Jane was taught good habits when a child, 
and she knows their value. Her jfbor mother brought up 
her children in a cottage, with one roonj below, and two 
above ; and I never saw, ef en on washing and baking days,, 
any untidiness. Jane would willingly teach a young girl 
anything useful ; but she would say, and justly too, that 
the mother should bring them up to gq^d habits, which are 
easily learned, and are as useful in a cottage as in* a maasiftn.” 

“ Ltotle Mary Pattison, down the lane, I should think, 
mamma, has been well taught by her mother. I remember 
how pleased papa was one day, to see the Jittle* Trot scrape 
her shoes so nicely before slie rfhme in at The cottage-door. 
She is only four years old.” “ Yes, she has a tidy mother, 
who keeps a tidy house. You ftcver saw 9 scraper at 
Mrs. Williams’ door ; and your papa has remarked, when.he 
called on her, that he was obliged to carry all the dirt his 
boots had broughf from the lanes in with fyim, f° r want of 
it.” “ Mrs. Woodrell said that she had sent away her girl 
because she made as much dirt as she cleaned in the 
course of day, mamma.” “I dare say she did, and 
made dirt, too, that she*could not clean ; /or when a ser- 
vant drops the coals and cinders aboftt, and treads them 
underfoot, she soon carries this dirt into the carpets. 
Then* Mrs. WoodR&f’s girl wpuld seUthe pots and kettles 
about the floor, and the smut frorrfcthem, with the dropping 
from the dish-pan, and the tallow from the candlesticks, 
made her wonder how it was thatjthe kitoheti was so soon 
dirty. Her mistress tried to teach* her better wiyS, but 
the poor girl.had been so long accustomed to the Jiabits in 
which she had been brought up ; ana besides this, s fee 
could not be bought* to 1 see 'that/ she iyas wanting in these 
things, hut thought her.misfress too particular. $ If mothers 
did but think of these things while their chilafen are young, « 
how much better they might do. for themselves in the 
world — for I consider that an obedient, .honest, and tr^fthful 
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servant is one of our greatest blessings. I think! Jenny 
Felton’s girls are not likely to be such blessings to any one, 
for their poor mother teaches them to tell lies as soon as 
they can spealj almost.” “Yes, and before they can 
speak ; and an awfuh account Iters will be, when speaking 
in this world shall be no more.” E. C. 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

. c 

TO BB PLACED ON THE TOILET, AND THE QUESTIONS ANSWERED 
EVERY NIGHT. 

Dicf l4his morn devoutly pray 

For (lod’s protection through the day? 

And did I read His sacred word, 

To make my life therewith accord ? 

Did I, for any purpose, try 
To hide the truth, or tell a lie? 

Did I, to all who came my way, 

Due courtesy and kindness pay? 

Or if distress my aid implored, c 
Did I with joy that aid afford ? 

Did I my thoughts with prudence guide. 

Cheeking ill-humour, arlger, pride? 

Did I from every word refrain, 

That could give any creature pain? 

Did 1 with cheerfu Impatience bun* 

The little ills we all must bear ? 

And did I, when the day was o’er, 

God’s watchful care agaiu implore? 

NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

Mere? for Alt '. London : Ward. 

A plain statement of simple truths; useful to the youpg. 

The Myiterims Marriage, Tan don : Clark and Go. 

•The. fifth volume of “The Run and Read Library.” A book to 
amuse the multitude. Common characters brought into sunlight. 
flkutraied Temperance Hq&d-RilU. London : Cash. 

On paper^made of stl aw. Good— useful— cheap. 
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THE REAPER AMONG THJ2 HOUSEHOLDS. 

( Read at 41 Maternal Meeting.) 

“ There is a Reaped whose namS is Death, 

And with his sickle keen 
lie reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 

And the flowers that grow between.” 

.Since we last met as a maternal bajid, «omc of us Jiave 
been up.^de to understand the meaning of the often-used 
expression — “ a vale of tears afflictions, personal and 
relative, have caused us»to take our stand-point, looking 
back over the pasf£ and forward to the iuture; while our 
eyes, dim with sorrow, have almost forgotten at times to 
admire the beauties around us, in fjiis* still beautiful world. 
The golden harvest, too, has claimed your jfttentidn, and 
gleaning the precious grain has prevented many of you 
from enjoying the usual time for gleaning knowledge. But 
while you have been variously engaged and^eparated, there 
lias been a Reaper busy* among the flowers and blossoms of 
our homes aiyl hearts. 

(e Shall I have nought that is fair?” saith he, 
u Have nought but the beankd grain ? 

Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 

I will give all back again. 

*My Lord hu^need of thjseflowertits gay,” 

The Reaper said, and smile*! ; 

u Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

Where He was once a child.” 

• • 

Oli! what have we looked on*sinre last we mft? Wo 

have seen disease, desolation, and death — anxious/aces and 

• • ^ • 

streaming eyes — parents ar*d childfen weeding over thtir 
dead. The* little chtid/full* of Jpc arpl joyous glee r has 
been laid in his last coid b?d', and the pilgrinjof seventy 
summers has fallen amidst us.* Wc have see/ consumption* 
Hush the cheek, and bleach the skin ; and mafty wept that 
the blight should falcon the flftwer so prflmisingiandJW — 
vol. vir. 
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“ But not in cruelty, not in wrath ^ 

The'Reaper came that day ; 

’Twas an angfcl visited the green ear..*,, 

An<j took our flower aw&ay.” 

. Again — the Reapefr came to fhe home of a mother, who 
was among the very first to meet us, years long ago, in this 
plfcce, when we formed our maternal band. From suffic- 
ing, deep and long, we can easily imagine that but for the 
dear* ocies around her, she would have been glad to fiy 
away, and enter on an eternal rest ; but while th€f Chris- 
tian mother could exclaim — (( I have long waited for thy 
salvation, O *LdT(i!” — the heart turned to earth again at the 
sound of weeping in her hb^seTtiold. * ’ 

We might have thought the dread Reaper would have 
passed over fhe home of the young mother, embracing her 
first-born infant ; but no — we miss to-night that kindly- 
beaming eye that was wont to glisten on us. That young 
mother’s eye is ^closed in its last sleep, never to bo disturbed* 
by the husband’s sighs, or her infant’s wailing. We miss 
to-night, too, the young teacher’s voice, fhat*was heard 
raising the hymn of praise. She has sung lief last song on 
earth ; and, \^e trust, now jopis the angelic choir in , 
sweeping a harp Of gold among the blessed. All! how 
have some of us watdhecl the hour-glass of time, walking 
together, even to tlje gates of the TaUd where the* dread 
Reader hides the spoilg of earth. We have gone to the 
parting-place — the turf-bound roof, where none may enter, 
j and return, if) tpll the sccpet of their resting-place, be it 
wofuhoi* happy ; buU— , 

“ They wqre, and having been they are ! 

Earth but contains t\ieir mouldering dust ! 

Their'deatliloss spirits,* nearer far, * * 

With ours musf fly if> meet the just. 

•TLon knowest not but they hover. hear, 

Witness of every secret deed ; 

Which, sbiyiniifg human eye or eaf, 

* The spjrijs of the 3ead may Jieed.” 
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True, indeed, “dust to dust” h^s been pronounced; but 
to the soul that had Jesus for a leader, the terrors of the 
vale of death were but shadows, and freejl from the fetters 
of flesh, the bright spfrit has gone to the realms of light 
and love, and perfect knowledge ; for 

“ The soul retains 

One blessed trophy, if its span belotv 
Secured the palm of Christ’s atoning love, 

For that shall win an entrance, Vlien it‘stand» 

* - pilgrim at heaven’s gate.” 

Now, busy mother, rest awhile, before we commence 
thoughts on 

THE YOUNG tf EACIIER. 

“ I have a great work to do in the morning.” 

The entrance of the Itcapcr, lf(iath, into Irfic household 
can never be anything but a stern and terrible event, how- 
ever it inay come, and whosoever may be his victim ; nor is • 
it always # easy to read a lesson of grace and goodness in 
that which sorely tries, and embarrasses us. No chasten- 
ing for tli£ present seems joyous, however assured we may 
he that it will afterwards bear the fruits of righteousness. 
Yet it is the privileged the bereaved Christian to say, 
even smiling through his tears, “ the Lord gave, and the 
Lord has taken away^ blessed be His name still.” 

The dear young^friend wh$ has just been carried to the 
tomb by her fellow-teachers wasr— as you know — trained 
from early youth to walk in the narrow road, and all her ' 
associations of early youth wire qf things landing; heaven * 
ward. From a child there was •something about tftc con- 
stitution of her* mind differing from her fellows* a cast of, 
melancholy pervaded her wjiole life, even to the last dtys, 
when she had. numbered seventeen syrpmers. There was 
never seen in her the *joyo£s fc gleesome spirit gf .childhood 
and youth ; she walked thef path of life lite one who sa\* 
the journey short, with a shadowy vale afr the end; H<?r 
mind w*as of no comjnon order, and to Jigr, acqiflringTaiow- 
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ledge of aity kind was .only amusement ; but, - while pur- 
suing it with her young companions, there was ever the 
same still, sombre atmosphere around^her, and a melancholy 
shade rested on her intellectual broV. We find, now, that 
the impression on her mind ever was that she would be 
laid in an early grave. Her letters to friends, while absent 
from home, breathed the same spirit, and “passing away^ 
seemed to have been written on her heart. Soon it was 
evident? thf spoiler Jiad nestled in her life-blood, withering 
the rose upon her maiden check ; yet ever and andlf giving 
back the hectic fever-flush, as if in mockery, to shadow 
forth her departed health. During l # \er illness she had 
deep searchings of heart, and her fears were sometimes 
great, lest she should take a step, not only in the dark, 
but into the dark. Yet.thc same spirit of reserve — living so 
much within herself— characterised dear Elizabeth, living 
and dying. When asked if there were any points relating 
to doctrine, or f tlie Atonement, that caused he* anxiety, 
she replied, that all was clear to her ; that her fear was not 
of # the willingness of the Saviour to redeem htr, but her 
meetness for eternity, adding — “I know I nnfs*t go soon.” 

She one day,, requested a dcas* young friend to make a 
purchase, which she might present to her beloved father, 
saying, “Let it be something that will not wear out, that 
he may always remeeuber m<*.” The purchase was blade ; 
and when asked, a day or two after, if she had presented it, 
she replied, “ No, not yet ; 1 must wait till I am more 
1 happy, as he will feel my lors deeply.” “ He will, dear, 2 ’ 
a frieildVeplied ; “buft if* he has a good hope that you are' 
gone to $ heavenly home, he will bow to the will of liis 
G«d.” Looking up, with her Jbeautiful bright eyes glisten- 
ing with tears, she answe^d, 01/, yes, I Igaow ; • but if he 
has npt th^t hope when I ani §;omv he will soon follow me 
%*to the grave* for this thought would ’break his heart.” 
But t|ue happkr season, did come, when* she presented it, 
saying, “lam happy now ! ” 
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After npicli anxiety, and sleepless nights, on account of 
‘ her fears, as she told a friend, she seamed to rest on the 
promise of Jesus being with hcf in the dark valley; the 
burden was removed*, and the countenance, which before 
was clouded, now beamed very brightly, and she said, *J I 
was afraid to go alone into the dark valley, but I am more 
‘happy now on this point ; and I am astonished,”* she 
added, “ to find how many sweet passages of Scripture and 
worses of hymns that I learned when *a fchild, # btit had 
fbfgfcttcn, now come back to comfort me ; and what a good 
thing this is, as I am now unable to read, nor can I listen 
to my friends reading to me for any length of time.” 
Then smilingly sire* addefl, “ Since tin? cloud has been re- 
moved, I love everybody so much more.” 

The dear girl requested her mother to cutoff her beauti- 
ful hair, saying, “Some'of my friends may like some .of it, 
and it is better to cut it oiT" before I am dead.” A short 

K.S m 

time before her death, a touching scene^was witnessed by 
her dying bed. She asked for *tbc hair, which was placed 
before ^er ; * and with all the composure of one making 
ready for JUittle journey, she separated the locks with her 
thin hands, trembling Jike an aspen-leaf, then tied them 
tastefully with brown ribbon, and presenting to the wet ping 
friends around licr a portion, she lflid aside several of these 
mementoes of loye* naming the friends to whom they were 
to be given. Looking up, she said, “ I should like*to sing 
now, but do not weep ! ” Alas ! none of that circle ccmlc^ 

, keep back the tears. One friend said, ^Vc cannot begin, : 
dear ; and as you used to comjneivc for u£at oift Maternal# 
Meetings, perjiaps you can begin now ? ” The dying girl 
smiled, saying, “I do not think I coifld now; and ]>e^liap*s 
I had Jbettcr not try.” ^o dther heart was in tunc for 
singing by that bed .pf death. During the last night she 
spent on earth,’* she could .*h ear with pleqpifre* the hyrnjis 
read, beginning — 
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“ Lord , what is life ? ’*tis like q flower, . , 

That blossoms, J}tid is gone ; 

Wc sac it flourish for an hour, 

With all its beauty on, 

But deifth comes like a wintry day, 

And cuts the blooming dower away.” 

And another, commencing — 

“ Sweet is the passage to the tomb, 

When Jesus leads the way ; 

A moment’s interval of gloom, 

And then eternal day.” 

She then spoke of angels, as probably hovering near, 
and said she had* “a great work to do in the morning.” 
All who knew her, and understood her character, supposed 
by this that she intended calmly to hid farewell to her 
friends, saying a word to each, as she had told a friend that 
she w 7 ould send a message to her fellow-teachers. But, 
alas ! the Reaper came so suddenly, that no interchange of 
words could pass, and all that the weeping friends could do> 
after she had said, “ liaise me higher, father ! ”5— was to 
speak of Jesus, and to commend the departing spirit to 
Him. The physical sufferings w rerp great for a short time, 
hut soon she quietly breathed her spirit forth, on the arm 
of her dear father. One tear only w r as seen to pass down 
the fair young cheek a^ the Helper took Jher to the spirit- 
land. * 

1 

^abbatli-scliool teachers ! think of the words of the 
dying Elizabeth.^ You have “ji great work to do : ” — work 
t for yourselves ; * work foy your class ; work for your friends ; 
‘work for the world ! 

' jolliers*! remember how precidus to this dear girl were 
the words of truth stored iu ho** mind .in early youth; and 
act upon the impression that you ^00, have “ a great work to 
do.” Oh ! tVific not over it. 'Jjfe and eternal death hang 
on it. How often are we admonished by pur household 

c * o « " 

sorrows that^all flesh is grass, and earthly things but like a 
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mist; that joys are hut as dreams, and our hopes for earth 
like a passing shadow ; for a tnoment we listen to sweet 
music, hut ere we ask the strain to swell again, the 
. minstrel’s hand has lc^t its skill — the flufe-like voice is silent 
to the sons of men. With the melancholy Kirke White we # 
say — 

“ What is this passing scene ? 

A peevish April day ! 

A little sun, a little rain, . 

And then night sweeps along the plain, 

And all things fade away. 

Man (soon discussed) 

Yields Up his trust, 

And all his hopes aud # fear« lie with him in the dust. 

“ The most beloved on earth 
Not long survives to # -day, 

So music past is obsolete — 

And yet Hvvas sweet, ’twas passing sweet ; • 

But now J tis gone away ! 

Thus does the shade 
In memory fade,* 

When in forsakefl tomb the form beloved is laid.” • 

Yet dfl*vc hope to recognise again, in beauty and per-* 
fection, the dear famijjar faces we have loved on earth, and 
talk with them of storms and sorfows past, and praise Him 
who has done all things well, up m that better clime, where 
all*the children yf’Y’edeemiyg mercy^ of every age and name 
and nation, shall form one happy family — where albshall be 
of one heart and one soul, shall surround one family board, 
join in one song of praise tg the Lamb, and go out no m^re* 
for ever ! With the blessed company eteritellysllut in. Let 
us press onward to this home-gathering. 

Me home! 

A mother, whp was irf Adverse and try iqp circumstances, 
waB one -day telling her little children that she hoped tTiey* 
would soon have more coyiforis awd a Better horye. TThe 

M 2 
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elder of the children, about seven' years of age, looked ear- 
nestly at her, and with eyes beaming w ith 'brightness said, • 
“ Are we going to heaven, rtlien ? for I think, ^dear mother, 
that is the best home.” , 

u 

Christian mothers! frequently talk to your little ones 
about heaven, and let them see that you think heaven is 
the best home, by not being too anxious about worldly «■« 
concerns, and living as strangers and pilgrims. We know 
how delightful it isy ate a season of absence from our dear 
children, to return home to them again. 0, will it yot be 
delightful indeed to be with them 

“ In that beautiful place He is gone to prepare 
For all who are washed and forgiven V* 

And have not many mothers who read this children already 
gathered there, < 

“ For of such is the kingdom of heaven.” 

M. L. E. 


HOME DUTIES. 

1 Have mothers more than their share in thq, duties of 
domestic life ? 

This is an interesting and very important question, and 
we have no hesitation in answering, “We think they have.” 
Let us look at the bearings of it v We first find our embryo 
wife and mother a domestic servant in a respectable family, 
where, by her diligence, faithfulness, and good nature, she 
ha$ secured their confidence and esteem. She enjoys the 
comforts privileges of the Household, and is compara- 
tively a stranger to its cares and anxieties. She has little 
experience ol the difficulties of laying out money to the 
best advantage, and none as ip how that money is provided. 
Under these circumstances 'something is looi'ning in tlic 
distance. ' A y^ung man makeshifts appearance, and all at 
*nce a new set oi ideas takes possession of the miud of our 
jervatit. t Nothing' now^flits before her but happiness in 
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prospect, and it # is with* some difficulty she can sober her 
mind to common-place duties., She "can see none of the 
vexations, none of the trials ihat await her. The one 
absorbing idea is, sbe is going to be married. 

In due time, married she is. Now soon the mists begin* 
to clear away ; realities take their place. The first thing* 

• that strikes her, and gives a chill to Jier fondly cherished 
hopes, is the scanty dimensions of her new home, — perhaps 

• a half, a third, a quarter of a house* in noisy, djrty neigh- 
borhood, is all she can call her own. The bare walls, the 
crazy chair, the untidy bed, form a sad contrast to what she* 
has been accustomed* There is an internal struggle. She 
lias gained the lirSt victory-*- she is determined to take the 
thing by the right handle, and make the best of it. Noble 
girl ! Thou art worthy of a good companion. May he prove 
so, and may the blessings of heaven rest upon you both. 

At once, without any preparation. Our wife has to enter 
upon fhe duties of her new position. There is much to Le 
done, and the means but scaflty. Her first endeavour is 
to um^rstand her 'duties ; her next, zealously to fulfil 
them. ^Ghe comforts of her husband demand prompt* 
attention ; his breakfiist must be ready, and everything is 
strange around her. She knows flofc where to put her hand 
upon anything she wants. H*e eomes, and is gone again 
before she had tirfte to majee any arrangements for dinner ; 
but it must be done, and she is ready at the time ; thus 

• called upon not only to think but to act, and* this requires 
no little wisdom. Perhaps the husband now imagines tbatd' 
lie is relieved from all anxiety # aiyl experts e^ry thing tp 
be done as promptly and as well as if his young* wife hacl 
had the experience of years. Happily for him? in this ca&, 
he -is not doomed. tQ disappointment ; she is equal to the 
occasion, an*d there .is la^e p!-ospe& of # *iheir being happy 
together. . But.stop,youtfgf man, the dufyd#n?>t all on one 
side; if your^wife is expected to do her duty, so are jou.* 
The whole burden must not be t^irofm upon £cr shoulders. . 
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Above all things, you must encourage her by your presence 
and your smiles. You must talk over your ‘duties together. 
Listen with a confiding love to her suggestion^ ; meet her 
wishes as far as you can ; and show her that as you have 
had sufficient confidence 4 n her to make her your wife, you 
can trust your affairs in her hands. Let your home be 
unto you that place of all others in Which you wish to be 
found. It is dean and tidy — there is comfort — and the 
smiles of r your happy wife give you a cheerful welcome. 
Not that we wish to insinuate you are not at full liberty K. 
‘go where you please ; but it must he in harmony with the 
new obligation you* have voluntarily taken upon yourself. 

M. B. 


PAGE IJOR OUR YOUNG FRIENDS. 

THE WAY A LITTLE GIRL SPENDS HER DAY. 

A little girl was 011c day writing to her father, who 
had been a missionary, and she describes to liirn the 
manner in which she spends her days.* “ I rise,” said she, 

' “at half-past five, and spend lialf-an-hour in drpcsmg and 
in rny devotions. Between six and seven I dress my little 
brother and sister, and s>tudy. At seven, we have break- 
fast, Then wc have family worship ; then get ready for 
school. When I return from school we dine ; then I c\par 
off the table, and wipe the dishes ; and then I spend half- 
an-hour in reading the Bible and prayer. I then take care 
i.of the little children, and do errands for my toother until 
five. Fror^ -five, to six, I "Walk, sew, knit, or study ; and 
from six till seven we have supper and family worship. 
Then I* study till eight. - At eight, I go with the other 
children to my mother’s room fqt a quarter of an hour, to 
attend to her instructions. The*) I go to bed.” 

“What an ^industrious little jgirl!” you. will say. - Yes, 
dear young friends ; and although you may not be able to 
arrange, your day just, as this, little maiden did, still we 
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advise you, by* all means/ to portion out the hours of the 
•day, as nicely a§ you can, for your various studies and 
duties ; but he sure to give a portion off the morning and 
evening, at least, to # the study of tin? Scriptures and 
prayer. Life is very uncertain, ev^n to* the young. You 
may die to-day. Live, therefore, every day as though you 
•knew it would be the last day you have to spend on earth. 


THE CHILD’S BEST •FRIEND. « 

“ Jane,” said a little girl, running into a room where her 
elder sister sat at work, “Jane, I have got a splinter 
in my finger; please tajee \t out.” J*Go away, child,” 
Answered Jane ; “do not interrupt me when I am busy. I 
have no time to attend to you.” Tears filled the child’s 
eyes as she looked up and said, “*Jcsus Christ never spoke 
so ; lie always had time !” Yes, little girl, Jesus is always 
kind. He has always time to attend to your smallest want. 
He is ever listening. He is never weaty. He is a friend 
at all times. Are you in sorrow? Go to Jesus. Are you 
sick? to Jesus l Are you friendless? Go to Jesus. 
Are you afraid you may be lost ? Go to Jesus. He can 
give you a new heartland wipe a^J. jour •tears away. Oh, 
yes, dear little child, go to Jes’is. # Make haste, — go now. 
He is waiting to listen and to bless. 


A DAY WITH THE COTTAGER’S WIFE AN© 
IIER BIBLE# — No. MV. . . 

• • 4 • 

WASHING AND DRESSING THE INFANT. . 

How Kelpless # the babe lies on i^s motheris lap ! Yet 
how its .very helplessnes^end^rs it. Just because if is so 
helpless hcAv tenderly handles it. ^She bre&thes no 
word* of reproach for tb3 trouble it cosl^ ^e* It is this 
tenderness for the helples's little one GoS has set fortif as 
the image oT His own loye. *“(Jan a* woman forget* hei 
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sucking child, that she should not have compassion on the 
son of her womb? Yea, tlipy may forget, yet will I not* 
forget thee.” (Isr. xlix. ,15.) IIow, then, can a mother, 
who knows her own pity for her babe, distrust the love of 
her God, or shrink from resting all her own weakness and 
helplessness on Him ? 

• w ■ 

NURSING TI1E TNFANT. 

As newborn babes desire the sincere milk of the word, 
that they may grow £hercby.” (1 Pet. ii. 2.) Offer that 
babe, nestling so happily in its mother’s bosom, any clainty, 
however tempting — will it turn its little head, or loosen its 
fond grasp ? The child has what it wants — it is happy ; 
yet more — it is nourished ; it grows thereby. May not 
its mother, as she bends over it, think, “ Is the word of my 
God thus dea£ to me ? Do I enjoy it as well as read it ? 
Do' I grow thereby ? If my babe continued to receive 
nourishment and yet gained no strength, I should know all 
was not right. My soul often receives the nourishment of 
God’s w r ord. Is it gaining any spiritual strength?” 


“ SHE WILL NOT WAKE.” 

u She will not wdk£!'’— said the little child, 
As he stood by the eftnpty bed; 

When no longer the form of his mother dear 
Was re] losing there, and she could not near 
The words that her 1 aby said. 

u Get up, mamma !• it is morning now, 
Mfimmaj yoj have dept' good while.” 
Doubtful and anxious I -aw him stand, 

And he pulled the clothes with his little hand,. 
Looked upward and tried to smile 

As he said oiice more, Vvhh ah earnest voieg, 

“ M annul it is time to ri#' 

But nO answer came to his iiifcning care,* 

And his he&rt grew sick, and the gushing tcar 9 
Boiled fast from the baby’s eyes. 
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u She will not wake f/ — safd the little child, 

As he.sohbfcd on his sister’s breast j 
While she wept as she tohHiim their mother*s4>ed 
Was low in the home of the Silent droid, 

And she coulchnot arise from her rest. 

i 

u They lifted her gently away Trom this bed, 

When she ceased from her meanings of pain, 

And the form of oftr own darling mother they hid, • 
Her sweet face they concealed by the dark coffin-lid, 

So we never shall see her again. 

i ( Oh! they bore her away from the children she loved, 
And she stirred not — she asked not to stay; 

And I saw when tfiey lowered her far front our sight, 

In the lone, yarrow grave, where it always is night, 

And the darkness breaks never away.” 

Then those children went to their mother’s grave, 

And they called on their mother’s nan*! ; 

But their wailing voices were all unheard, 

For the mould beneath them was all unstirred, 

, And no sound of answer came. 

. • 

Oh ! fearfully calm is the sleep of death, 

# Shc awoke not — nor rose from her bed ; 

AwfrJbccansc the dead have a “dull cold ear,” 

They heard not the step of their mother dear, 

Returning Iron? the (lead. 

H. B. 

FEMALE SCRIPTURE* CHARACTERS. — Not IV. 

ABIGAIL T1IE CAltMELITESS. 

Hastily Abigail prepared a ^upply«of •Jfood, , fruit, and 
wine, and, laying aside the rfcstriTinls of eastern *Jif<*, sIiqT 
resolved to rrieet David, and by presents gnd # remoi^- 
rances, # if possible, to torn away Ins anger. It needed 
some courage, and 'trust Gci, for, a weak and beautiful 

womai> to encounter that tjjid and lawless*6ai^l, exasperated 
as they w # erc by ftabalVfBlly, and thirstitig ' for revenge. 
We know not Vhich to admire the giost^n the address of 
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this noble-minded woman when she met David ; her 
earnest pleading for her unworthy husband; or- the holy 
boldness vvith whi^li she ^pt before David the sinfulness of 
his purpose, — nevdr in tlie least degree overstepping the 
modesty of the wotaan, .or the respect of the subject. Let 
us* pause for a few moments, and gather some useful 
lessons from her words and conduct. 

Is Abigail’s cross an uncommon one ? Alas ! no ; not 
even ip Christian England. Hence our newspapers bring 
reports ol’ divorce and separation bills in the highpr 
middle classes, and details of brutal violence at which the 
heart sickens, often ending in murder, amongst the lower 
classes. Hence afsio the miserable homes, tattered wives, 
half naked, neglected families, which force themselves upon 
our every-day path in our^ towns and villages. Do these 
pages meet tht eye of any woman now passing through 
this heavy trial? My sister, we affectionately point to 
Abigail as an example. Plead for your husband before 
the King of kings, as earnestly, as lovingly as she did to 
.David. Her prayer might have failed of success ; yours, 
if made in faith, cannot fail of a gracious answer, sooner or 
later. Have you ever tried this way to reform your hus- 
band? If not, begin^ it to-day. if you have, and no 
answer is come, yet pr^y^on, the promise is sure. He 
turnctli not away the prayer of the po<?r destitute sinner. 
Look ijnto yourself, add see what wants mending there. 
Don’t seek human sympathy, but go for that, and grace 
( hnd strength, to God alone. 


. RECOH ECTIONS OF CHILDHOOD.— No. VII. 

A great and good man, v^hen delivering a public lectu: : , 
said, “ Woman’ ^influence must/noufd themihdsof youth, 
and thus imprfp# the world. Ify’ he continued, <f I possess 
any excellence oV character, I owe it all to my early train- 
ing. Ip the first place* my mother gave me a good physical 
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education ; and tfyen she cultivated my moral feelings, and 
taught me to 'think. I owe everything to my .mother V 9 
Here was a great man, of whom Seme oflthe best and wisest 
were glad to ask instfuction, laying all his honours on the 
altar of filial piety, and ‘ascribing all his excellences to the 
influence of his motheii ! What a responsibility such 
'influence imposes on us ! We know npt where to rest our 
pen, while we gather the thoughts and feelings of .the 
'sterner sex, as they bear testimony »to Nearly teaching, and 
linWeraal influence and love. We will select a few of the 
shortest among the many. Listen to an extract from the 
letter of a son who ha # d a pious mother.!* — ’ 

“ I am about,” lie writes, “ to embark upon the mighty 
ocean, for the benefit of my health, which has been sacrificed 
to an unwarrantable ambition for* literary attainments. As I 
have but a faint prospect of recovery, or even of living to 
return to my friends, I wish to leave behind me a tribute of 
affection and gratitude to the memory of my excellent mother. 
Having passed through the most* critical and dangerous period 
of human existence, rihd the trials incident to college life, and 
having the Opportunity of three or four years’ experience • 
and observation of mankind, I find it exceedingly interesting and 
instructive to look back and trace the influtnee of maternal love 
and tenderness, w hich was exerted oifly in my childhood and 
infancy ; for, alas ! it w T as my misfortune to he deprived of this 
best of earthly friends at thg age of twelve j but the influence 
of my mother’s instructions and example will, I trus^, be felt 
and joyfully recognised throughout eternity. 

“ My mother was devotedly pious; while her children were 5 
young, she followed the preempts pf Solojuoi* by training tissuf" 
in ‘the way they* should go/ J caving the ?esul^to»lhe powqr 
and goodness .of a merciful God. Her prayers were almost 
ceaseless ; and as soon as* her children began to lflp, she taug<it 
them to employ their infarij breach in prayer and praise their 
Redeemer. • * ^ • # 

t( Never shall I forget oJp;ene which parsed in # my mother's 
closet, the ’'evening before* I left the paterr$l*roof to go 
distant academy. Although hut. eleven ^ears of age, I .well 
remember the voice and spirifrwith whfth she ferv^ntlymddressed . 
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the throne of grace, for the protection a^d prosperity of her 
son. This — her last blessing^ — which she ‘pronounced with ' 
streaming eyes and it meltiiy^ heart, rings in my* ears, as if the 
sweet accents still lingered^ipon her faltering lips. 

“ After my mothers death, as I increased in years her coun- 
sels began to be better understood, and were more highly 
appreciated ; but as youjh advanced, temptations and allurements 
’were often placed in my path; so that 1 ! have more than once* 
been forced, as it were, into the very snares of death. My 
mother's instructions, were, however, so deeply rooted in # my, 
mind, that they could not lose their hold upon my hearted 
conscience. Often, when I came near joining in some rash or 
’wicked design, this thought has come over me, — perhaps the 
spirit of my sainted .ipotlier now knows my thoughts, and sees 
my actions; and if tfhe were upon ctirth, how would she loci in 
view of my danger ! 

“ This thought lias often withheld me from a ruinous course. 

0 f 

While a membexof collegc/the enticements to sin, by means of 
trifling and wicked companions, became almost irresistible ; but 
the restraining grace of God, through the medium of a mother's 
undying love, closed the door of my heart against the admission 
of* vice, and withheld my fectYrom going in the pathway of the 
destroyer. I confess it was wrong, but flic fact is undeniable, 

, that I was often more influenced by the reflection that# tlie eye of 
my mother rested upon me, than from a sense of the omni- 
presence of the Deky. In maturer yeurs, this same impression 
has followed me in the Various walks of life, till I have become 
convinced that the precepts and examples of parents have an 
influence far beyond our highest thoughts afid conceptions. * 

(i Abcytt two years since, I hope and trust, the prayers of 
my dear mother were answeredfor her only son, in his conversion 
to God. . I have no doubt, in the retribution of eternity, she will 
*jen jjy the reward of Iiqv faithfulness on earth." 

It is tifne 1 to rest our pen. * 

* THE MOTHER ANJD H^R LITTLE SON.. 

** Mother!” s?jd a*. little who had only numbered 
three summer#, r“what does it /dean to giv-c your heart to 
# God?” The mother put down her sewing, and, looking 
at her bey, sqid, “Ch&lie, do you love anybody?” With 
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a look of surprise the child answered, “ I love you ; I love 
my father, and my sister, and IJenry.*’ “Then you give 
your heart to your father, to %Ienry,|to your sister, and 
to me ; and you sh&w that lovd%y d jing all you can for 
us, and obeying our co’mmands.”* The child’s face looked* 
bright with a new thought. “And you -ought,” continuedf 
the mother, “to love* God best, because lie gave yon your 
father and mother, and all your friends and comforts > and 
Ub gave you His dear Son Jesus Chfist,* who ^atne from 
li?avfcn to die, that you may live for ever.” “I do want to 
give my heart to Him, mother, — how shall I do it ?” Th® 
mother taught # him to tell Jesus Hi^- wants, and led him 
by her example into the gcfbd way. Tlis chij^Ulife did not 
disappoint her hopes. He always tried to live like Jesus. 
Charles is now one of the best*of men, and he says he had 
one of the best of mothers. 


SATURDAY NIGHT. 

Wikvr blessed things Saturday nights are, and what 

would ffte world do without them ? Those breathing 

moments in the temping march oj life ; those little 

twilights in the broad and dazzlfrig glare of noon, when 

pale yesterdays look beautiful Through the shadows, and 

faces “ changed*’ long tftgo sin\Je sweetly again in the 

hush ; when one remembers “ the old folks at Inane,” and 
7 • n 
the old-fashioned tire, and the old arm-chair, and the little 

brother that died, and tlicJLi ttle sister that was “translated*’*’ 
Saturday night makes pgoplc* human*; sfef # s their he^ts , 
to heating .softly, as they used to do before* the world 
turned them into war-drums,* and jarred fliem* to plfeces 
with, tattoos. The ledger %oes with* a clash ; the iron- 
doored vaults cotue teijwitli a baflg ; # ’\p goes the shutters 
with a will; click goes ttle key in the look# "It is Saturday B 
night, and business breathes t free again. • Homeward, ho ! 
The door that has been* ajar alf the week gently closes 
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behind him. The world is shut out ; shut in, • rather. 
Here are his treasures after, all, and not in the vault, and 
not in the book — sa/e the Record in the old family Bible — 
and not in the Bank & T® dim and dusty shops are swept 
<up, the hammer is thrown down, the apron is doffed, and 
Labour hastens wkh a light step homeward-bound. 

“ Saturday night ! Oh, Lizzie, to-morrow Sunday-school 
again,” said little Jack. "How I do like Saturday night ; 
my face sq clean, my best clothes all put ready for me bn 
my chair, my Bible and hymn-book all ready in my bag, 
•and mother says I know my lesson well, and teacher will 
pat my head, and say I am a good boy. Saturday night, 
I am glad y<jji are cohic ! ” ' 

" Saturday night ! ” feebly murmurs the languishing 
invalid, as she turns wearily upon her couch. "And is 
there another to come ? ” 

" Saturday night 1 ” whispers the weeper above the 
dying ; " and it is Sunday to-morrow, and — to-morroW ! ” 

OVERCOME EVIL WITH GOOD. 

Mr. Savery, wh v p was considered n very excellent man 
among the Quakers, wao a tanner, and having had some 
hides stolen from him one night, he caused the following 
advertisement to appear in the newspaper : — " Whoever 
stole a quantity of hides on the fifth of the present month, 
is hereby informed that the owner lias a sincere desire to be 
his friend ; if poverty tempted him to this false step, the 
owner will ijeep the whqle transaction secret, and will 
gladly put him in the way of obtaining money by means 
moie likely to bring him peace of mind.” 

This singular advertisement attracted considerable atten- 
tion, but tlie culprit alolic knew rU ho had the kind offer. 
When he readmit* hi's heart meltecVfrithin lrim, and he was 
filleJ with sorrow. A few nights afterwards, ’as the 
Jaaaer’s family were abcMt to retire, they heard a timid 
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knock, am}, opening the door, beheld a man standing there 
with hides on his shoulder. * Without looking up, he said, 
“ I have brought these back, Mr. Safery ; where shall I 
put them ? ” “ W&t till I get aVntejn, and I will go to 

the barn with thee,” replied the good man. 

When they returned from the barn, they found the 
Quaker’s wife had made ready some supper, which she 
desired the fallen man to eat, spying, “ It will be good for 
tlfee.” He turned his back towards her, and did not speak 
for sbme time. At length he said, in a choked voice, " It 
is the first time I evej* stole anything, and I have felt ver^ 
bad about it evijr since. I’m sure I never thought I should 
come to this ; but I took to drinking* and quyrelling, and 
since I began to go down Hill everybody gives me a kick. 
You are the first man that hate. ever offered me a helping 
hand. It is the first time I was ever a thief.” ‘.'Let it 
be the last, my friend,” said Mr. Savery. “Thou^art 
youifg, and may make up lost time.. Promise me thou 
wilt not drink intoxicating liquor for a year, and I will 
employ thee to-morrow on good wages.” 

The promise was made and kept, and master and man 
went on well together till the death of’ the man, proving 
that good may overcome evil., 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

HEAVEN. 

Those who would go to heaveii when they die, must begin 
the journey on earth. 

RICHES. 

Hiches are but lik£ the IcaVes of a tree, w bea<ltiful for a 
season*; but when winter’s ftorms ari§e, they fall off and 
are blown away. 

•DOING GOOD. 

Usefulness is confined to nq station j.amd it is astonishing 
liow much gooc^ may be done, anft what mry behffected by 
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limited means, united with benevolence of heart egid activity 
of mind. Where tfyere is & will there is a way. 

HEAVENLY TRADING* 
c 

It was asked, “ What 1 is time?”' The reply was given, 
“Time is the principal, and the use we make of it is the 
interest.” 

A WONUEItFUL BOOK. 

Whaf a book that would be that came up fully to the 
requirements of everybody, and contained nothing at which 
^anybody could take exceptions. 

' DR. WATSON, BISIIOP OF LLANDAFF. 

“I owe it to iny mother,” said Dr. Watson, “ and I 
mention if with „filial piety,* for imbuing my young mind 
with principles of religion which have never forsaken me.” 
“ Jrain up a child in the way he should go, and when he 
is old he will not depart from it.” 


NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

Packet of Picture Cards. I o&don : Nelson. 

A very fascinating set of cards, « with coloured pictures and verses. 
Charming presents for children. 

The Flower of the Family. ‘London : ‘Nelson. 

An interesting book for the yo »ng. 

Biblical Literature. Vol. I. London : Freeman. 

A very valuable ana. useful work as presents for our young people. 

Mi dern Flirtations. By Miss Sinclair. London: Clarke, 
peep at the^vorld as it is, by one who studies character. 

Milton’ $ Para/lise Lost and Regained! with Notes , by Jlev. J. 
Edmondson. London^ Nelspn. ^ , 

A beautiful copy oF tJ :r great poet, witH’ serf interesting and valu- 
able notes. 

e. * 

The Convent and the Manse. London : Nelson. * 

A pleasinf tale t of truth and* error, ugfcful for our young friends. 
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A *PA(5e IN LIFE’S HISTORY. 

41 Spirit hath its scars as well as body, Jfce and Aching in their season. 
The hive of memory incrdhseth to every day its cell.” 

How often does the mind go back suddenly and unac- 
countably, and linger /m some spot in the distant gast, 
living over again, in all its freshness, scenes of joy or sorrow 
jvlrich caused us smiles or tears long— long ago. # The 
odq^r of a flower, a strain of music, a tone in the voice, 
the glance of the eye, the song of a bird, or the shape of 
the passing cloud, may at any time recall. the faces and 
the forms of tliosfc.with ^horp we oncc^rod life’s path way. 
They all come crowding towards us, talking and smiling 
as they were wont to do, when our early homes were lighted 
ii]) by the sunshine of their bright spirits. • 

As we draw near the end of another page of life’s history, 
how easily wc can retrace the scenes of each period of tim*. 
¥e stand again by the dying bed,— »we hear the last 
whisper, we behold Mie last look, we weep again over the 
beautiful ^ead, — aye, and we recall, too, the cold glance of 
that eye once beaming lovingly on us. We hear the mut- 
tered response to our earnest questioning, the pains of 
disease, too, and the sorrow foragers’ woe. Yes ; and we 
3ive # again those days of delight, spent with kindred spirits, 
and hear the words of sympathy and love from hearj^ faith- 
.ful and true. Some of our fricifds read of joy and love and 
liappiness in the first tew lines of this page, and then ^ 
dreadful cloud of sorrow dfms the ev<& afyl shuts out the 
sunshine, and the home is deserfed — desolate— lost. 3*1 
life’s early brightness, .some have Jieen led «th rough the 
dark valley. Others Ifave ^een eallod away juSt as 
they li'ad attuned the lon^-deaired object of their warmest 
wishes. Others, again, w)*o in the evening^ of their days 
stood locking out for the Pilot to waft thlm over the dark 
-river, waving the hand witl\ a sfhili^g coTmtenanc% saying. 
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”1 gladly go to join the family, in the better land. 5 * The 
weather-beaten mariner has urged his way across life’s, 
troubled and ever-yaryin&Vaters, and has gained the port 
where many a restkng voyager has bid him welcome. Oh, 
what changes — what sorrow does this small page record f 
Friends, with whom we took sweet counsel, gone to a dis- 
tant home, to greet us no more till we meet in the land of 
perfection. Ah, many known to us are blotting this page 
of life’s history with tears ; and hundreds more, who wilj 
take a stand-point with us, reading this record, have Jjeen 
doubtless in circumstances equally painful. 

Bereaved husbands and motherless families are treading 

life’s pathway softly and sadly, with aching hearts, in sable 

garments, who were light-hearted and joyous when the 

page commenced. Young mothers are recording with 

trembling hands the hour when the first-born nursling, so 

fondlv cherished, was snatched from the maternal bosom 

♦ 

to be laid in its grassy nest. Others arc recording past 
joys in happy household groups, now scattered by circum- 
stances over sea and land. 

One mother writes a touching line on the page. The 
youngest of her household band — the pet of the family, 
while bounding kround u her path like a young fawn, was 
suddenly smitten by “ the arrow that flieth by day.” 
When the sweet little hoy felt the stroke, looking up, he 
said, “ Oh, mother ! I hope I ■‘shall not die !” Alas, the 
shaft was sent by an unerring hand. Prostrate the young, 
voyager was laid, writhing in agony, with the mind shrouded 
in darkness. J ast< before the end came, a lucid interval 
iras given, the little lad recognised his heart-stricken 
mother. The arms were raised to clasp her, as he was wont 
to do in health ai\d playfulness. One long, last kiss was im- 
pressed* on her cheek. Then came the ship of death, to waft 
the precious one t6 a more conger ial clime. .Lovely infants, 
and a youth jasl entering manhood, had been taken from 
that home before*, but this was their beautiful Benjamin. 
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• • 

Mothers and children are laid side by side, 

Yet* none* Ifave saluted, and none have replied.” 

Well — well, what if the cloud^of sorrow are cast over 
-our path? What if tlTe merry laugh t>f jpy has given place 
to the tears of sadness ? * What if ‘the mighty oeean-wawe 
of life’s changes has swept resistless over us ? Yet are our 
spirits free. We will dash the blighting spray aside, ’and 
breast the storm. Mother ! look on ! — look up ! There 
is a* beacon-star burning with undim?ne<i lustre t& IFght us 
on ourVay; there is a voice cheering us onward ; there is 
& hope beguiling us homewards ; yes, and sometimes even 
danger is forgotten, and sorrow and regrets fly before its 
inspirations ; and ’ then — oh, ' soul-cheering thoug‘ht ! — our 
life is in the hands of our Father, and He cares fdr us. If 
we live, His hand will trace out, way, His*powej’ supply 
our wants. Does not light break from above? If the 
storm rage, 

“ He plants His footsteps in tke sea, 

And rides upon the storm,” 

And then, *bevond the tomb, is the desired haven. Mother ! 
what are your resolves for the coming ^ear ? Shall your 
wise counsels, your every-day religion, your Christ-like 
example, guide your children and ^succeeding ages on the 
pathway of life, §o1that at the end of thejourney they may 
have a bright page to read ? Oh, so let it he, thfct you 
live not in vain ; but, acting as aTbcacon-light— a polar-star 4 
by which they may steer into the port of happiness — th^y* 
may meet you yet again, when the ghadow ©f thj*grave has # 
passed over ypu, in the land where there is fulness of joy* 
and pleasures for everiftore. Mother 1 what*will*be tile 
next* page of your life’s history^ 

As we draw near the bottom 6f our*pagp, we are reminded 
of some lines ’by •Herbert fuiowles, which* were favourites 
with us ere had read many pages ^ of* life’s, history. 
Mother ! read them. 
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IT IS GOOD TO BE HER&. 

i • i 

Methinks'it is g<jpd to be here — 

If thou wilt, let us build ; — but foi; whom ? 

Nor Elias'nor Moses appear; 

But the shadows of eve that encompass the gloom. 

The abode of the dead and the place of the tomb. 

Shall we build to Ambition? Ah, no! 

Affrighted j he, shrieketh away ; 

‘For, see ! they would pin him below, 

To a small narrow cave, and begirt with cold clay* 

To the meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey. 

To Beauty? Ah, no ! sb^ forgets 
The charms that she wielded before, 

Nor knows the foul worm, that it frets 
The skin which but yesterday fools could adore, 

For the smoothness it held or the tint which it wore. 

Shall we build to the purple of Pride ? 

The trappings which di/en the proud, 

Alas ! they are all laid aside, 

And here's neither dress nor adornment allowed,* 

But the long winding-sheet, and the fringe of«fiie shroud. 

To Bichfcs ? Alas ! tis in vain. 

Who hid, in their 'turnsjiave been hid; 

The treasures ai*e squandered again : 

And here, in the gr^ive, are all metals Yo^bid, 

Brit the tinsel that shone on the dark coffin-lid. 

To the Pleasures which mirth can afford — 

The revel, ttye lpugh, apd ttyc jeer ? 

* Aji, hel-e is a plentiful board ; 

But* the guests are all mute as their pitiful cheer. 

And nolle but the t worm is a reveller here. 

» 

Shall we build to Affection an‘d Love ? « 

Ah ! no, they«have withered ajFid died, 

Orflld* with the spirit afcbve — * • 

Friends, brothers, and sisters are laid side by side. 

Yet none have saluted, and .none have replied. 
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Unto Sorrow? The 'dead cannot grieve, 

Not a sob, not* if sigh meets mine ear, • 

Which compassion itself* could relieve ; 

Ah ! sweetly they slumber, noiM^ope, love, or fear, 
Peace, peace is the watchword, the* only one here. 

Unto T)catli, to whom monarchs must how ? 

Ah ! no, for his empire is known, 

And here there are trophies enow;* 

Beneath the cold dead, and around the dark stone, 

Are the signs of a sceptre that none«ma£ digown. , 

•The first tabernacle to Hope we will build, 

And look for the sleepers around ns to rise ; 

The second to Faith, which endures till* fulfilled, 
And the third to the Lafnb of the grcat^sacrifice, . 

Who bequeathed us them both when He rose to the skies. 


I DAY WITH THE COTTAGER’S WIFE AND 
HER BIBLE. — No. V. 

THE children’s UREAKFA^T. 

Tiie children are gathered round the table ; they look 
to their member or father for bread — would either of the 
parents mock them bv^offering them a stqpe ? “ If a son 

shall ask bread of any of you that Js « father, will he give 
him a stone ?” “ If ye, being evil*, know how to give good 
gifts *111110 your children, nyach moje will your heavenly 
Father give His Holy Spirit to them who ask Iliifi.” — 
Luke xi. 11, 13. 

WASHING CLOTHES. 

How tnucli soil those garments li^ve gathered amidst the 
dust and wear of life ; how many careless spots have been' 
made upon them ; still, ‘offensive as »they now are 1 *, they 
only need* to be washed and they shall again be valuable 
and fit for use*. * Surely, ti^c coftager*rnay now recall that 
precious' text — “They hav^ashed their robe*, *and made 
them white in Jthe blood of tire Lamb.” * bow much soil 
the white garments olf our soul gathfr in walkjpg through 
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this sinful world, and how many a u deep-dyed spot of 
guilt do wc feel has been 1 contracted by some careless walk- 
ing that we might ha^ J avoided ! For these garments, 
defiled as they $re, 'where is a washing ; let us not rest 
while the deep guilt-stains remain upon them ; let them 
be brought to the blood of the Lamb, and they shall be 
cleansed and made white. 


FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.— No. Tv. 

ABIGAIL TIIE CARMELITESS. 

Abigail’s intercession was accepted. Her faithful re- 
monstrance had brought to David’s soul a sense of his 
sinfulness in f seeking revenge. Ilis mauner of receiving 
her reproof, so delicately given, exhibited the true features 
pf the child of God. Frankly he confessed his intended 
sin, and humbly ^nd gratefully acknowledged the ces train- 
ing hand of love, which had sent Abigail to arrest his steps. 
’ With a glad and thankful spirit Abigail returned to her 
home. What a scene awaited her! The Husband, for 
whom she had undergone so much^.was occupied in rioting 
and feasting, which £nded in druukenness and brute uncon- 
sciousness. Poor Abigail ! Here was another black drop 
in her already bitter cvp of sorrow. Wife ! arc you saying 
(i Ay/such has been, and f is sometimes, my lot, after a day 
, of hard work or deep anxiety.” Once more look at Abigail. 
With heartfelt /mguish, with Jjeavy and bitter tears, it may 
he, she .would gaze ,on her besotted partner; but no 
reproaches, no reviling, passed her lips. We dopbt not, that 
ere ,she went to rest that nighty her knee was bowed and 
her heart was poured forth- in player, more fervently than 
ever, for the degraded Nabal but. his rest was unbroken 
by angry wofd£, or even tears/ v * 

. Great was Nasal’s consternation, when he.awoke from his 
wine, tSlean from his wife the near dapger from which he 
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had escaped; but we do not read of any change in his heart 
and life after this unmerited* jnercy*; on the contrary, 
the long-suffering of God toward him had run its limit, 
and “ten days after *God smote NaJbal that he died.” The 
speedy advancement of 'Abigail td be the wife of David, < 
though strange to English minds, was r?ot # at variance with 
Eastern customs. SheVas worthy of her exalted position, 
and we doubt not that David found her a wise counsellor, as 
weft as a faithful wife. 

May the consideration of the brief but striking history of 
Abigail, and the lessons drawn from it, be — so far as the^ 
accord with the word and will of G od— -.a source of comfort, 
.help and blessing* to some tried sistA* who has a similar 
cross to carry, and needs power, wisdom and grace to bear 
it as meekly, nobly and prayerfully, as did the wife of 
Nabal. * L. S. T. 


» MY HALL IS THE HOUSE OF STRANGERS.” 

• 

It is safld that old age deadens the sensations, but some* 
old people seem to po^ess hearts as young as their daughters 
or grand -daughters, and exhibit all the warmth and energy 
of early youth. We now and *then behold bright eyes 
beaming upon vis*with tenderness # and . affection, sparkling 
with love from beneath a brow silvered by the wfciters of 
more than threescore years and ten ; and if you can get 
them to talk to you of by-gjme days, one can easily imagine, 
while listening to the lively tale, % that we^iad joined them 
in their ejrly sports, and had journeyed along by* their sicie 
to the present day. Some have rimarked that fcs^ped]ple 
grow pld, even wfeeg; tb« intellect continues to be vigorous 
as ever, the thoughts ctyitinifally rUverj; to childhood ; and 
that even the* accent ijk'speaking, which altHey had Jost, 
again strikes, upon the ear, and they think of occurrences 
that have lain dormant in *he secAt chambers <flf memory. 
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since the early days of life. Ah, how chpnged is the world 
to them since that time ; pft§n they ask, 

- *The friends youthful days, 

Where are*they now— oh fthere ? 

Fled as tLe summer’s gladdening rays 
When* wintry storms appear.” 

How interesting, are the reminiscences we sometimes 
read and hear from those who were pacing life’s wilderness 
long before we beheld* the sun. Listen to the language of % 
one of them : — “ Some years ago,” she tells us, “ I*pai3 a 
•visit to my native place, but all things seemed changed in 
that dearly-loved home, save the old churph and our pew. 
In that old square p’ew I sat alone, feeling sad ; the green 
baize linings had grown almost white with age. I looked 
on the worn hassocks, where my father and mother had 
knelt with their blooming sons and daughters all around 
them — all gone now, with their hopes and fears, their 
ambitions and expectations. I gazed on the painted windows 
and old monuments, where often as a r child I used to fix 
nVy^yes while drowsily struggling to give my attention to 
the sermon. Oh, what had I suffered since 1* last sat 
there ! My husband and children aUrgone to the grave of 
a foreign shore. The ‘olei house in its new dress was not 
half so agreeable to my' faithful affection as in days past. 
The garden, too, they told me vpas improved — it was cer- 
tainly altered, and all the npw plants and trees very pretty, 
np doubt, but they said nothing to me. 

• % ‘ 1 1 wandered thropgh the churchyard, beneath the old 
tfees, an&pqred&ver the tombstones where slept those with 
wliom I liad often trod the same ground. I shall never 
revisit^ these scenes mere. ' The qhurch has been painted 
and beautified. Our seat is^ined l with crimson clbth, and 
filled with well-stuf|pd dushious ai/d new, plump hassocks. 
^The c few old people who remained when I paid my last 
visit are dead, and Repose iq the old churchyard, where the 
• sun ever ieeiqfd to shin& brighter than iq any other place, 
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at least to me. . ^Lh, wcll-a-day, our very dreams become 
again the dreams of youth ! 

“ Not long ago I awoke in t#fers and distress, fancying 
that tall, sharp-noset? governess of ftiy youth was going to 
punish me for a mistake in my lesson. The # room — the fire 
— the old harpsichord — were as vividly present to my fancy 
as they could have been in reality so many years ‘ago* 
I saw my young sisters in their low-cut frocks and diaper 
'piifefores. I saw distinctly their ITealthyj mottle!!, bare 
arms, their stout black leather shoes; their close-cut hair— 
I saw the music book, # and many of our old school books— 
the pattern of th<2 paper on the wall, and the waving boughs 
.of the trees. I heard footsteps which* I recognised to be 
my mother’s, and heard her speaking, though I tould not 
distinguish the words. I was (Jijce more a^child.at home, 
and when I awoke it was difficult to realise to myself that 
I was indeed an old woman, with whom life was well-nigli 
over, *Pnd all those loved ones, who hadjbeen before me so 
distinctly, long since^dead.” 

Motors t w hat home-scenes will your children have fo 
record wflbn they are grown old, and you are gone to the 
grave ? Shall they b#*)f happiness — of love — of deep-toned 
piety ? Do you believe they will never — riff, never forget 
what you are now teaching them ? Oh, let us always bear 
in 'mind* we are working for future generations — yea, for 

ETERNITY ! 


HOME Dlfrl^S.— No. k. 

** Have mothers more than their share in the duties of domestic 
life ? 

We. skid last month, tfiat when a man marries he brings 
himself voluntarily tmdeh a new set bf obligations ; he. is no 
longer alone' in the worltf, and at liberty go wherg he 
pleases ; * he has linked iiis Yate with §mcrther individual, 
and he is bound \o consfrdeV how fhr his nuwemfcnts may 
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affect her happiness, and be guided accordingly. . He has 
no right, for instance, to emigrate to a foreign country, and 
compel her to go with kun contrary to her wishes. He 
has no right even to spend his money* in a way which shall 
be injurious to his wife and family; but this implies no 
hardship, it is the°natural result of his new position, and, 
rightly viewed, will increase his happiness* Their in- 
terests are one, and they cannot be happy separate and 
apart— *tbey can only L/e happy together ; hence it is evident 
the effort must be a united one, and if they both pull 
'"together it will be pleasant and easy ; each must be willing 
to bear and forbear, and the struggle for the mastery, who 
is to be head, will come sooner or later. Without any doubt 
the man must be master in his own house, but, in general, 
the wife will have her own way by yielding ; somebody 
must yield, and both Scripture and reason point her out as 
the person. 

My excellent mother used to say, “ You lords of the 
creation are very jealous of being the head, and you ought 
td be so ; but the woman is the neck, and the neok turns 
the head which way it pleases.” This is done by yielding; 
if it was as hardias an iron sinew itcwould not be able to 
move at all ; therefore We strongly recommend to wives and 
mothers never violently to oppose their husbands, it revives 
the contest for power, *and cam only end 4n wretchedness 
whoever is victor," while patient submission will generally 
prove victorious. 

We think we have t shown there is a mutual obligation in 
conjugal ‘life, to try to make each other happy. If the 
father has his trials, so has the mother — his are t out, hers 
at home. He returns;* from work jaded and vexed, and 
looks to. his wife to ease anil sofrche his troubles; but he 
finds her in the .midst of* heri own, and by no easy 
mental effort $oes she lay them aside, so as to meet his 
lowered brow with a cheerful "smile, and his short answers 
with words <*f love, arrd the ionhs of kindness; this is 
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known to feto, but it is one of the noblest and greatest 
efforts of our nature ; the wife and mother who can do this, 
is worth hef weight in gold — j£a, her price cannot be told. 

But all things here are shifting-progress is the order of 
the day, and our young*wife hardly feel^herself at ease in her 
position before she has to prepare foi;n<?w duties; a little 
stranger makes his appearance, and draws largely Qn her 
time and energies ; a mother’s heart for the first time beats # 
within her ! With what fondness sjie looks upon tjiat inno- 
Cfcnt^babe ; a love is kindled in her heart which is to 
thrive and grow as long as life endures ; she never cjy i 
cease to love that brfbe, whether it lives Or dies — sit is her 
first-horn. Now’she nc^ds all her energies, for in attending 
to one imperative duty she is in danger of neglecting 
another. Her babe must be attended to — so must her 
household and her husband ; they must v all lie made to 
harmonise ; neither can be neglected without endangering 
the peace and happiness of the family. She is now r£ady 
to inquire, How can I do everything ? — simply by doing 
one thing at a time. But this is lesson enough ; if we^ire 
spared foe will go a little farther ; but in these awful time’s 
(written in the wor^t days of cholera) we know not what a 
day may bring forth. We haVfc -just lie^rd of five dear 
children of one family committed to one grave; and in 
the same local^, three mothers in perfect health snatched 
away in one* week ; another w r ent to sae her mother, was 
taken ill on the Wednesday, and buried oh the Thursday, 
even before her husband could arrive. Were those mothers 
prepared to die ? I don’t know; the important question is, 
Are you,? . M. L. 

ALL’S WJ^LL. 

'‘Twelve at night, ana. all’s w?ll.” 

False prophet ! Still ahfl statue-like $t f yonder window 
stands the wife. 'The clock lias >old the small' houfs, yet 
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her face is pressed closely against the window-pane, striving 
in vain, with straining eye, to pierce thd 'darkness. She 
sees nothing, she hears rigtlting bat the beating of her 
own heart. Now she takes her seat ; ppens a small Bible, 
and seeks from it what comfort she may, while tears blister 
Ihe pages. The& she clasps her hands, and her lips are 
tremulous with- mute ' supplication.* Hist ! There is an 
^unsteady step in the ‘hall ; she knows it ! Many a time and 
oft has it trod on her very heart-strings. She glides doffn 
gently to nteet the wanderer. lie falls heavily against her ; 
and in maudlin tones pronounces a name he had long since 
forgotten u to honour.” Oh, all-enduring power of woman’s 
love! No reproach, *no upbraiding! —the slight arm passed 
round that reeling figure, once erect in “ God’s own image.” 
With tender words of entreaty, which he is powerless to 
resist if lie -would, she leads him in. It is but a repetition 
of a tho'usand such vigils ! It is the performance of a vow 
with a heroism and patient endurance too common., and 
heavenly to pass ufmoticed -by tlie “ registering angel ” 
abqve ! * 

< “ All’s w t ell.” False prophet! In yonder luxurious 
room sits one whose curse it was to be fair as a dream of 

i* »» 

Eden. Time when, those clear eyes looked lovingly 
into a mother’s face — when’ a grey-haired father laid his 
trembling hand with a blessing on that silting head ; when 
brothers’ t and sister^’ voices blended with her own in heart- 
music around that happy hearth. Oh! where .are they 
uojv? Arc thejj-e none to say to the repenting Magdalen, 
“Neither do *1 condemn thee; go, and sin no more?” Must 
the T< gilded fetter continue to bind the soul that loathes it, 
because man isdoss merciful 'than God ? 

(t Al£’s well.” * False prophet !* ^liere lies the dead 
orphan in all the length end b'icadtjt of .the green earth ; 
there was found ^o sheltering nestSyherc that lonely dove 
could told its wingt? when the parent birds had flown. The 
brooding mog was gone, v. that cov&red it from the cold 
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winds of negtecfc and unkindness. Love was its life, and 
so it drooped ! 

“x\xi/s Well.” False prbftfiet ! Sin walks the eardh 
in purple and fine linen ; honest poyerty, with tear-bedewed 
face, hungers and shivers and thirsts, * while the publican^ 
stands afar off.” The widow pleads iri^aiti to the ermined* 

•judge for “ justice,” and unpunished of hedven the human 
tiger crouches in his lair, and springs upon his helpless 

: Pr#y! 

•“ All’s well,” Ah ! yes, all is well ! for u He who 
seeth tlie end from the beginning ” holds evenly the scalgfr 
of justice. a Dives ”^h all yet beg of^“ Lftzarus.” • Every 

# human tear is counted? They shall »yet sparkle as gems 

* in the crown of the patient and enduring discip^ ! When 
the clear broad light of eternity shines upon life’s crooked 
paths, we shall see the snares and pitfalls Trom which our 
hedge of thorns has fenced us in, and in the maturity of 
our fyll-grown faith we shall exultingly say, “ Father, %iot 
as I will, but as thou wilt ,” — Fanny Fern . 


FATHERS ANlT MOTHERS, .ACt IN. UNISON. 

No. 11? 

I knew aiming manVvell, who is now a pest to the* 
village in which lie resides, shunned by all .who love virtue 
and honesty, and the ringleader of the idlers and mis- 
chievous. I knew him wjaciwbut a little bo^,, petted and 
indulged by his mother ; by her •never contradicted, or. /at 
least, notrwitli sufficient firmnegs tube minde^. Ilis father 
would have curbed himj but his oAup^tion took hijn from 
home for some bouts m ti^j day^; he did what lie could 
to restrain him whehi aSh pme, but wa*. always thwarted by 
tlie mother. Tic grew Oular and older, also- more and more 
self-willed. His fatherfsometimes resorted to punishment. 
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and in one or two cases sent him supperless to bed, for mis- 
conduct. After the°family pvening-meat wfes over, the father 
vfes again absent for a sho*£ time; the motheY would then 
bring that boy down to tjie fire, give him a good supper of the 
best she had in thg house, let him* stay till his father was 
‘expected in again, <and then he would go back up stairs, 
knowing his father had this deception practised upon him. * 
The result was what might be anticipated ; the lad disre- 
garded his mother* altogether, only making a laugh of iter ! 
commands, and unheeding her remonstrances ; she did Pot 
«ecure his love and esteem, far from it, he only treated her 
svitli contempt. 

Let parents act in^concert with each other, and never let , 
the child 4 see that one thinks the other acts improperly. 
What one parent command?, the other ought to assist in 
having carried ‘out; but never let one counteract an influ- 
ence that the other sees necessary. IIow much evil might 
be prevented, if parents went hand-in-hand in the m?nage- 
ment of their children, and both governed with firmness, 
kindness, and decision, assisting each other to cyry out 
Uieir plans for their children’s benefit! Eadl parent 
should endeavour, % by all their wordsjmd actions, to leave 
an impression the minds of their children of affection 
for the oilier parent, and & desire to please and obey them ; 
and nothing is so calculated to eFect this’a.s, whatever the 
one enje^ns, for the other to make it a matter bf importance 
to be done, because father or mother said so. 

R. T. P. 


“ CHRISTMAS IS COMING!” 

<( Edith ! Edith ! oh* are ^you ^not . glad Christmas is 
coming? Oh^ won't- it be iiice^ 3t I could jump, dance, 
run, ‘scream, wlicd I think of Why, cousin, how still 
you sit ! ♦•'Don’t you remember* hfcw nice it was last year ? 
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what a beautiful Christmas-box I had, and what a charm- 
ing New-year’s-gift. you had?” “ Yes, Hetty, dear, 1 jc- 
member quite well — so well that I shall never — no, nevj.* 
forget.” “ Why, dejLr me, Edith, Tam ready to give you 
not a Christmas-box, but a /iflr^.Cox,ifor being so tame^ 
about it, and talking so coldly. Let see, how many sat* 

* round the table? Pa a^d Ma, Edward, John, Henry, £ucy, 

you, and oil ! dear, I see you are thinking all the time 

* about poor aunty. She was thcre^ top. .Don’t cry, dear 
Etjitld I forgot all your sorrow ; poor aunty, w # e all loved 
her. Why, Edith, look ! look ! there is Dr. Blake coming; 
up the garden. Whf, mamma must be very ill, or papi* 
would not send'for him.” “Yes, dejir Hetty,, 1 fear she 

* is very ill,” replied the gentle Edith. “ The nurse told 
me that dear aunt had scarlet fever.” <c Scarlet fever, Edith ! 
Oh ! how you frighten me ! I hope I am tot gbing to be 
motherless, like you. Oh ! dear, I fear all rny joy will be 
turned into sorrow; it will be a sad Christmas, if dear 
rnamnm is ill.” “WeJn my be ill, too* dear Hetty. My 
dear mamma used to say, after papa died so suddenly, »*e 
never ]%^w what a day of sorrow to-morrow may be.’* 
t£ Oh! Edith, you make me tremble; I will go up softly and 
ask nurse all about it!” “ No, d«aj;, donb^uJease ; we are 
told to go up the other way fb^ur own rooms. I think 
uncle is afraid wcbmay get the fever.” 

One week qffer this conversation, poor Hetty wJS in he? 
coffin. The fever came and blighted the beautiful, blooming 
flower, and the reaper cut it down. The lgst word^sbe 
said were — “ Oh ! where %m*i goin£ “ Ohristnias is 
coming,” but Hetty’s seat will Ae empty asj well as her 
auntfs. What if you should bo caHcd away before Christ- 
inas comes ? Will you *have Jlo asi — c i Oh ! where? ain I 
going'?’* 
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